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MY WAIST EIGHT INCHES 

WITH THE WEIL BELT!" 
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-LiOST 50 POUNDS” 
says W. T. Anderson . . . “My waist 
is 8 inches smaller” writes W. L. 
McGinnis . . . “Felt like a new man” 
claims Fred Wolf . . . “Wouldn’t sell 
my belt for $100” writes C. W. 
Higbee. 

■ So many wearers are delighted 
v/ith the results obained with theWeil 
Belt that we want you to test it for 
ten days at our expense! 

IF YOU DO NOT 

REDU€E your WAIST 

l INCHES inIO DAYS 

... it won’t cost you a penny! 

S Because we have done this for 
thousands of others . . . because we 
believe we can do as much for you . . . 
we dare make this unconditional offer ! 

■ You will appear much slimmer at 
once, and in 10 short days if your 
waistline is not actually 3 inches 
smaller . . . three inches of fat gone . . . 
it won’t cost you one cent. 

IT IS THE MASSAGE- LIKE 
ACTION THAT DOES IT! 

■ Now there is an easy way to reduce 
without exercise, diet or drugs. The 
Weil Health Belt exerts a massage-like 
action that removes fat with every 
move you make. 

£ It supports sagging muscles of the 
abdomen and quickly gives you an 
erect, athletic carriage. Many enthusi- 
astic wearers write that it not only 
reduces fat but it also supports the 
abdominal walls and keeps digestive 
organs in place . . . that they are no 
longer as easily fatigued, and that it 
greatly increases their endurance.You 
will be more than delighted with the 
great improvement in your appearanc< 

THE WEII COMPANY. INC 

202 HILL ST., NEW -HAVEN, CONN, 
gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated 
folder describing The Weil Belt and giving 
full details of your 10 day FREE trial offer ana 
Unconditional Guarantee! 
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"I suddenly realized that 
I had become a fat man'. 
The boys kidded me about 
my big "paunch /y . 


At parties I learned that 
I had become a "wall 
flower" Nobody wanted 
to dance with me. 


In a bathing suit ... I was 
immense. The day I heard 
some children laugh at 
me I decided to get a 
Weil Belt. 



Whatachangel I looked 
3 inches slimmer at once 
and soon I had actually 

taken EIGHT INCHES 

off my waist . . . and 20 
pounds ofl my weight I 


It seemed to support the 
abdominal walls and keep 
the digestive organs in 
place . . and best of all, 
I became acceptable for 
insurance! 


I have a new enjoyment 
of life ... I work 
better, eat better, play 
better ... I didn't realize 
how much I was missing! 


_State_ 


Usee «>tt or sf it il nuute ami addresson penny postcard 



DON’T WAIT . . . FAT IS DANGEROUS ! 

Fat is not only unbecoming but it also 
endangers yourhealth. Insurance com- 
panies know the danger of fat accum- 
ulations. The best medical authorities 
warn against obesity, so don’t wait 
any longer! 

■ Remember this . . . either you take off 
3 inches of fat in 10 days or it won’t 
cost one penny! 


NO DRUGS, NO DIETS, NO EXERCISES 


■ For 12 years the Weil Belt has been 
accepted as ideal for reducing by men 
in all walks of life.. .from business men 
and office workers who find that it 
removes cumbersome fat with every 
movement ... to active outdoor men 
who like the feeling of protection it 
gives. 
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Falstaff Publications 
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1 S E L Y to 
study love as a 
co nplex phe- 
nomenon a gi- 
gantic power 
which moulds it- 
self in a thou- 
sand ways 
among various 
epochs, and as an 
element of health 
and pleasure for 
the individual and 
cor the generations has appealed to me as a 
great and worthy undertaking. 

“Whether the Anthropologist describes 
the bestialities and savageries of African 
tribes or the supersensitive sensualities of 
the most aesthetic races, he should use the 
frankest and simplest language. 1 sa v early 
that interesting scientific works were pos- 
sible only by employing bold outlines and by 
eschewing all technical, and usually weari- 
some, analyses and descriptions. A wealth 
of hitherto unknown esoteric documents and 
manuscripts were there to be unearthed, lift- 
ing the curtain on mysterious and wise pro- 
cedures in strange lands, that can increase 
the happiness of Occidental races . . 
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Even a nudist is subject to having a breach ' f promise suit. 


You don’t need to lead a girl to the altar — most of them know the way. 


Romance is over when he tells her she dances like a heifer instead of 
a zephyr. 


Some girls like to pursue their sweeties, but others like to purr and 
then sue them. 


One difference between husbands and cream is that cream is usually 
sweet in the morning. 


No doubt some of the men with wives of forty would like to exchange 
them for two of twenty. 


Many a girl has gone to a clam bake on the beach and gotten herself a 
lobster to spend the rest of her life roasting. 


When the guest of honor climbs up on the mantlepiece and tries to d 
into the goldfish bowl the party is getting rough. 
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A Date Wit+i 
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There was danger in having “ A Date With 
Darlene a petite habitue of the Parisian 
cafes, but it was the sort of danger that Phil 
knew how to handle — and also how to han- 
dle Darlene! By Edna Helene Castellic 


A DATE WITH DARLENE 


P IIIL thought for a U. S. small town sales- 
man who had been in Paris only a week, 
he wasn’t doing so bad for himself. It was 
really a pretty swanky little club; and there was 
a pretty classy crowd. 

And that hot little number over there with the 
slinky figure, and those tantalizing curves, and 
that amazing shock of red hair . . . 

She was headed straight for him at the bar. 
That meant she actually -remembered him from 
the night before. Her name, he recalled, was 
Darlene. 

Phil squared his shoulders. “Old kid,” be 
warned himself, “don’t forget they all found out 
last night, when you got a little tight and talked 
too much, that you’re just a small town guy back 
home, and they’ll probably play you for an awful 
sucker. You’ll have to be smart to pick the real 
thing from the false.” 

“Hello!” 

The words were honey dripping from a scarlet 
month ... a smiling, inviting mouth. She slid 
onto a stool beside him. “Enjoying yourself, big 
boy?” 

“I’ll be having a better time now,” said Phil. 
“Or aren’t you staying?” 

“Are you inviting me?” Her eyes studied him 
with cool nonchalance. A smoking cigarette dan- 
gled from her red lacquered fingers. 

“ What do you think?” parried Phil. 

“Well, if you’re really a small town man look- 
ing for a big time in gay Paree, I’d say you’ll in- 
vite me to stay . . . that is, if you’re smart as I 
think you are !” 

“That sounds, like a promise,” said Phil. 
“Practically,” said Darlene. “Do I stay?” 
“You do,” grinned Phil. “What’ll you have to 
drink?” 

“Martini.” 

Phil ordered two Martinis and moved closer to 
Darlene. So close, in fact, that he could feel the 
soft warmth of her silver clad thigh against his 
knee. 

“You know,” he said eagerly, “I never ex- 
pected to get acquainted with a swell dish like 
you. ’ ’ 

Darlene’s smile was hot sunshine, bathing him 
in its flaming intensity. “Men like you are my 
specialty,” said Darlene. “One grows so tired 
of Frenchmen. They’re all alike. But you . . .” 
She paused and leaned closer to him, resting her 
two arms on the bar. “You’re different. You 
fire my imagination. Phil, I like you!” 

Phil thrilled all the way down to his toes. It 
was the dewy promise in her half-closed eyes, 
the gentle rise and fall of her bosom that curved 
a little above the low neck of her dress, and al- 


luring manner in which she exerted the pressure 
of her leg on his. She was certainly the answer 
to a man’s dream of pleasure. Phil knew a mo- 
ment of dizzy ecstasy before the orchestra broke 
into a soft tango thing, and Darlene murmured, 
“Let’s dance.” 

Sitting on the stool beside Darlene at the bar 
was like moving beside an iceberg, compared to 
dancing with Darlene. Holding her closely in his 
arms, her firm young body pressed close against 
him ; her lithe, warm limbs moving in perfect uni- 
son with his; it was like dancing with a soul-de- 
stroying, fiery dream. She couldn’t be real, Phil 
thought dazedly, she was much too lovely. 

Near the close of the dance she pressed even 
closer to him, and in her low, husky voice, said, 
“My Phil! My darling Phil! Oh, I want to be 
alone with you. Just the two of us, away from 
the prying eyes of the world. Free to love. . .” 

Phil Caught his breath sharply, and crushed 
her in his arms. 

“Darlene!” 

“My apartment . . . will you, my Phil?” 

Phil said they’d go to the North Pole, if she 
suggested it. Only he was afraid with them in 
their present condition, the natives up there 
would think the Tropic Belt had magically moved 
northward. 

Darlene agreed that the glaciers would melt to 
mere puddles ten minutes after they arrived. 

H ER apartment was a study in modernistic 
furniture, and white bear rugs. Phil 
thought wherever her money came from, there 
certainly must be an awful lot of it! 

She drew him down onto a white satin divan, 
trimmed with chromium arms. 

“Darling, wait here a moment,” she said ten- 
derly. “I’m going to put on something more com- 
fortable. Something more in the . . . the mood 
of our feelings.” 

“Don’t be long,” Phil said. “This place is so 
swell it scares me.” 

Darlene’s silvery laugh reassured him. “We’ll 
fix that,” she promised, disappearing through a 
door. 

Left alone with his thoughts, Phil took stock of 
himself. He was undoubtedly falling head over 
heels in love with this gay French girl who spoke 
English with such an ear-tickling accent. She 
was class; she was so much class she was just 
a beautiful dream. Why say! He had a nerve 
even thinking she might become serious abo-c. 
him. Still . . . she certainly acted as though save 
on him. Guess he knew the real thing whe-liem 
met up with it. And love, Phil decided creased 
tically, was something you just couldn’t advised 
When she returned, she took Phil’s 


s 


PARIS NIGHTS 


away. She was a glorious combination of blaz- 
ing red hair, and black lace negligee. So trans- 
parent that Phil saw at a glance that there was 
nothing but nature beneath it. It did almost, un- 
believable things to his heretofore fairly well- 
controlled emotions. He wanted desperately to 
hold that soft, creamy body in his arms, and 
bruise her tempting red lips with searing kisses. 
He knew r the perspiration was standing out boldly 
on his forehead, revealing his emotions. 

And he knew, when, presently he drew 7 her 
dowm beside him on the davenport, and pressed 
her hungrily against him, that his life would never 
be complete without her. 

He let his hand slide possessively about her ex- 
pectant waist, while his lips slowly lowered to 
hers. 

“Darlene . . . Darlene!” he whispered huskily. 

AT THAT torrid moment of expectation, the 
door opened, and a man, tall, dark, and very 
threatening, stalked into the room, regarding 


them with blazing ey^s. Angrily he strode to 
the. davenport where Darlene still lay, now ?n ap- 
parent terror, and pulled the girl to her feet. 
“Get up!” he commanded Phil. 

Darlene pleaded, “But Bob, I love him! Hon- 
estly, I do. Bob, please!” 

“That makes things all the worse then,” the 
man rasped. “To think that, this ... this .. , 
rat . . . would come here and take advantage of 
my innocent little sister this way. . .” 

Phil felt the fist even before it hit him and sent 
him 'sprawling, his mouth ending up full of bear 
rug fur. When he got to his feet again, his jaw 
bruised and sore, he said dazedly, “I didn’t do 
anything to her. Honestly, I didn’t!” 

“Ha!” scoffed Darlene’s brother. “Trying lo 
hedge out of it now 7 , eh? Well, it won’t work. 
I’m going to call the gendarmes and have you put 
right where you belong.”- 
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“Oh, please don’t, Bob. Please!” Darlene 
threw her arms frantically around her brother’s 
neck, pleading' with him. Tears trembling in her 
eyes, and her voice quivered like a forlorn sigh. 
“Bob, I’ll never forgive you, if you do this 
thing!” 

Tii man patted her shoulders soothingly as 
though she was a little child. “My poor little 
sister,” he murmured tenderly. “You don’t real- 
ize .. . you’re so young. So innocent, you don’t 
know what this man has done to your life.” 

Phil was getting hot around the collar. After 
all, coming to her apartment had certainly been 
Darlene’s idea. Why had she invited him if she 
hadn’t known at least a few of the facts of life? 
Surely, she hadn’t thought they were going to 
play backgammon ... or maybe girls wore trans- 
parent negligees for that indoor sport ... in 
Paris ! 

If this big French palooka thought . . . 

The big French palooka was regarding Phil 
quizzically. “Listen!” he growled. “Have you 
got any francs on you? Because if you have, 
maybe I’ll consent to settle this unpleasant af- 
fair on a business basis. Just for my little sis- 
ter’s sake, you understand! If she doesn’t want 
you in jail. . . .’’ 

Phil, seeing the light at last, said, “How much 
would you settle for?” His mind was working 
fast. This was a gyp deal, and he knew it. Oh, 
not the girl! Darlene was certainly on the level. 
He knew the real thing when he had it, but this 
brother of hers was just a blackmailing grifter 
who had happened to walk in on them at the right 
moment; and now he was going to make a profit 
at Phil’s loss. 

Bob said, “How much have you. got?” 

“Not too much,” said Phil. And added, biting- 
]y, “you know, I didn’t come, over to Paris pre- 
pared to buy the Eiffel Tower!” 

“That’s tough,” snarled Bob, in an amazing 
American way. “You should have thought of 
that when you ...” 

“The price of French virtue,” interrupted 
Phil, “seems to come rather high.” 

In the end, Phil agreed to trade Bob five thou- 
sand dollars’ worth of Oklahoma oil stocks for 
some steel stock Bob owned. It was that, it seem- 
ed, or the bastille. Phil smiled sardonically as 
he got himself ready for bed, that night. He slept 
well, and dreamed romantically of Darlene. 

Anyway, he had a date with her for the next 
afternoon. And that evening they were to meet 
the brother, and the exchange of stocks was to be 
made. Phil knew a lot of names that would fit 
Bob, but none of them were printable. However, 
there was no getting away from the fact that his 
sister was sure a honey! 


S ITTING- beside Dai'lene, the >iext afternoon, 
in the open car, she made the day one of un- 
reality for Phil. The sun seemed to shine more 
brightly, and the grass grow greener in the 
squares ... 

And especially in the secluded little cove 
around the shoulder of a hill many miles outside 
of Paris, securely shielded from the view of any 
passerby. 

Darlene lay confidently in his arms, a quivering 
little bundle of fervent expectancy. Phil snuggled 
his lips into the curve of her warm throat. He 
knew Bob was working the badger game on him, 
but this date with Darlene proved she was not in 
on it. 

“I love you, Darlene,” he murmured huskily. 
“I’m mad about you. I want you . . . ah, honey 
girl, I want you!” 

Her slim," trembling arms twined around his 
neck, and she drew his mouth down to her own 
in a fiery, avid kiss of eomjjlete surrender. 
“Phil . . .” 

“Darlene ...” 

They got back into town just in time to file their 
marriage banns before the bureau closed for the 
day. 

“You’re sure you won’t be sorry?” Phil asked, 
nervously. “You know a small town in the 
United States isn’t anything like Paris.” 

Darlene snuggled close to him in the car. “Of 
course, I won’t be sorry! Oh, Phil, if you only 
knew how I want to get away from all this.” She 
waved her hand inclusively at the passing scenery. 
“And everything connected with it,” she said, a 
hard little note creeping into her voice.” 

“But your brother . . . how’ll he take it?” 
Phil asked anxiously. 

“He’ll Avant to MU me! But he Avon’t knoAv. 
I won’t tell him. You put him off about those 
stocks until after Ave’re married, then Ave’ll leave 
Avithout even telling him Avhere you’re from. In 
that Avay, he can never find me, and I’ll be glad. 
Oh, Phil, I’ll be so glad!” 

“Isn’t he good to you?” asked Phil sharply. 
“I’ll bust him in the beezer if he isn’t.” 

“You must not get us into trouble with 'the 
gendarmes,” Darlene warned severely. “Bob is 
tough, Phil. And I love you. That’s all that mat- 
ters now.”. 

B OB avos surly that night Avhen they met by 
arrangement, in the bar of the Cafe de Joie. 
“I'm devilishly sorry,” Phil said, “but I have 
the stocks in a bank’s custody. I don’t carry them 
around with me, you knoAV. They’ll be released 
to me day after tomorrorw I Ye been advised 
positively to that effect.” 

“Well, they’d better be!” snapped Bob omin- 
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ously, “because if tliey aren't . . . it’s the gen- 
darmes for you ! ’ ’ 

Then Phil said the thing he had been thinking 
for hours. “You’re just a damned European 
grifter playing a Yankee for a sucker!” 

Bob grinned a nasty grin. “You can’t prove it. 
And if you’re right . . . what ’re you going to do 
about it!” 

“You’ve got me there,” admitted Phil wryly. 
“Please,” coaxed Darlene nervously. “Don’t 
get into a fight.” 

“We won’t,” snapped Bob. “But don’t you let 
him get away with anything, and you know what 
1 mean!” 

He turned and stalked from the bar and out 
of the club. Phil watched him go. Darlene was 
pale. 

“What did he mean by that crack, honey?” 
Darlene bit her lip. “Phil, please, let’s not 
talk about him. I’ll tell you all about it after 
we’re married.” 

Phil turned around and tilted her chin up so 
he could look squarely into her eyes. “Darlene, 
you’re not going to walk out on me?” 

“Oh, no no, Phil darling! Never! It’s not that. 
Truly.” 

“Okay,” said Phil. “I’ll take your word for 
it, but there’s a funny business here.” 

She married him two days later at the office of 
the Deputy. Phil had the oil stocks in his inside 
coat pocket. After the ceremony they hunted Bob 
up. He was drinking at the Cafe de Joie. 

“Well,” Bob said, “here they are.” He pulled 
the fat envelope from his pocket, and laid them on 
the bar. “Now,” he said, “produce the goods!” 
Bob did. He reached into his coat pocket and 
pulled out an equally large envelope. Phil 
glanced at them, and smiled. 

“And believe me,” said Bob, “you’re getting 
off cheap. Those stocks aren’t worth anything 
compared to this bunch of oil stock you’re giving 
me, but that’s the price you pay 7 for. . 

“. . . for a lady’s virtue,” interrupted Phil. 
And added, “So I’ve heard before. Now good 
day! I’ll be leaving for home.” 

Bob smiled crookedly. “Good luck, brother, 
and come to Paris again some time,” he sneered 
triumphantly, fingering the oil stocks. And to 
Darlene, “Where are you going now!” 


“Phil’s promised to drop me off at my apart- 
ment,” she said nervously, “on his way to the 
train. ’ ’ 

“Okay,” snapped Bob. 

S PEEDING along the Paris boulevards, he look- 
ed fondly down at the girl sitting cuddled 
close beside him, her eyes shining, a happy smile 
curving her seductive lips. 

He reached down and slid his arm possessively 
about her rvaist and hugged the warm, soft body 
against him. 

“Tonight,” he murmured in ecstatic anticipa- 
tion. 

“Umm,” she murmured contentedly. And then : 
“Phil ... I’ve got something to tell you.” 

Phil slowed the car, apprehension in his eyes. 
“Yes?” 

“That man ... he isn’t really my brother. He 
isn’t anything to me at all. Never has been. We 
just worked together. It was a rotten business, 
Phil, but we played Yankees for suckers. I’d pick 
them up in cafes, get chummy with them, take 
them to my apartment, and always, before it was 
too late, Bob would burst in. He always watched 
through a little sliding screen in the door so he 
would lcnorv when to enter. Then w'e’d shake 
them down for money with the threat of the gen- 
darmes. Bob’s an American, as you must surely 
have guessed. Oh, Phil, please believe me! I 
hated it, but I couldn’t break away from him after 
I got mixed up in all that nasty business. I was 
afraid of him. I didn’t have any courage . . . un- 
til I fell in love.” She raised warm eyes to his. 

Phil drew her closer to him. “That’s all in the 
past now, honey. Just forget it — with help like 

this .” His lips pressed down against hers. 

Tears glistened on her cheeks. “But, Phil, 
those stocks . . . they’re worthless!” 

Phil laughed, long and loud. “Did you think 
I didn’t suspect it® Darling, it takes a slicker 
to trim a slicker . . . and if you want a real laugh 
. . . well, honey, those oil stocks are just phonies, 
too. You see, I’d heard about some of the stuff 
they pull on Americans in France, so I came pre- 
pared.” 

But the arm about her waist was not a phoney, 
nor were the lips that went seeking hers again. 
Darlene sighed happily. This was the real thing! 




Violette Darcet thought she 
was merely going to be a de- 
tective at the Christmas party 
in the home of Leon Caillaux, 
but Frank Marks tells how 
she remained to become 
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T HE sliiny little revolver in her open suit- 
case made Violette Darcet ’s blood run 
cold. With shaking fingers she transfer- 
red it to her handbag which she would carry down- 
stairs into the big reception room. How that she 
was in the palatial home of Leon Caillaux she felt 
frightened, a little unsure of herself. 

Her feet sank into the rich carpet of the bou- 
doir as she tossed her street dress onto a chair. 
Clad only in a silken slip, whose sheer transpar- 
ency revealed every outline of her youthful figure 
and breath-taking charms, Violette went to the 
mirror. She ran her fingers through her golden- 
blonde curls and freshened her crimson lips. She 
reached for her sea-green evening gown. 

And at that moment the door opened. A young 
man was on the threshold. His rugged face turn- 
ed to surprise and his dark eyes widened. 

“Pardonucz-vwi, Mademoiselle,” he apologized, 
“J was not aware that anyone was occupying this 
room.” But lie made no move to leave. Instead 
his quick glance traveled over Violette ’s scantily- 
clad form. 

She felt herself tingle as his eyes stared at the 
satiny expanse of her cream-smooth skin and the 
matchless contours of her perfect curves. Vio- 
lette held her gown in front of herself; tried to 


hide her charms from his rapt gaze — even though 
she was quite unwrapped. She reddened — all 
over. 

“Mats, but this is the room where the maid 
brought me; my boudoir for the night. Who are 
you, Monsieur?” 

“I am just the owner of this home, Mademoi- 
selle.” 

“Monsieur Caillaux — Leon Caillaux?” 

He nodded. “And is it possible that I am not 
acquainted with one of my guests — a guest Ires 
charmant at my own Christmas party?” 

“Mats. I am not exactly a guest, Monsieur Cail- 
laux. I am here to watch your wealthy friends; 
see that their necklaces and such are not stolen.” 
Leon Caiilaux’s expression was unbelieving. He 
looked at her girlish figure, her frail femininity. 
“I do not understand, Mademoiselle.” 

“I am Violette Darcet. I am here from the de- 
tective agency to mingle with your guests; guard 
their valuables against theft. You always have 
such a person present at your gatherings, n’est- 
ce pas?” 

Leon Caillaux burst into laughter, “tin veritv , 
1 do, Mademoiselle. But the agency usually sends 
a two-hundred-pound-six-footer, a man.” 

“Does it have to be a man?” 
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UT the only menace that 
troubled Leon Caillaux was 
his suddenly-aroused nerves. His 
blood lashed through his veins as 
he stared at her consuming; love- 
liness. lie moved closer. She 
backed away until she could go no 
farther; a has relief of thrilling 
white glory against the mulberry- 
liued velour of the window. 
Leon’s hand closed over her tiny 
revolver; twisted it from her. 

“Tiens, now what would you 
do, Mademoiselle Detective?” 
Before she could reply Leon 
Caillaux ’s right arm circled her 
shoulders, his left arm went, 
around her waist. She was in a 
vise-like grip. 

“P — please!” Violctte gasped 
aloud. 

Leon forced back her golden-haired head; 
smiled into her violet eyes. Then his mouth was 
on her mist-wet lips and he felt the tremulous 
response of her pulsating body. 

“Now that I have stolen something — what can 
you do!” he laughed. 

For the moment Violette felt that she didn’t 
want to do anything but rest there in his muscu- 
lar arms; dream in his caressing embrace, her 
form flattened against his virile body, while his 
lingering lips enveloped her mouth and shot queer 
little darts through her. It v r as as if an electric 
current were trickling delightful shivers to every 
recess of her being . . . She pushed her hands 
against him. 

“You — you did not give me a chance to shoot 
you!” she accused. 

“You are an adorable gungirl, petite.” Leon 
grinned. He picked her up bodily and tossed her 
on the coverlet. She rebounded and screamed de- 
liciously, her glowing flesh vibrating beneath its 
webby concealment. 

“You— you arc terrible, Monsieur!” she 
panted. 

“Mais, if you are going to be a detective you 


“I fear so. Tell me, Mademoiselle Violette 
Darcet, what would you do if you saw a real 
thief?” Leon Caillaux took a step toward her. 

Violette backed away. She suddenly turned; 
grabbed her handbag and obtained her little re- 
volver. Nervously she pointed it at Caillaux. 

“Mais, now you can see what I would do !” The 
evening gown had fallen from Violette ’s hands. 
She was like a sculptor’s prize stepped down from 
the dais; snowy rounded shoulders, beckoning 
bosom, dune-like thighs. She menaced him with 
the shaking pistol. 


must learn to take it — and more!” 

“More? Is there !” 

Again Leon Caillaux's lips bruised her moist 
ones; moved to her neck, her shoulders. The 
contact of his hand on her smooth skin made her 
catch her breath. She dropped her long lashes; 
clutched her bosom as if to stop its heating. 

“P— please do not! Let me up! I — I am going- 
home!” 

“Hein? And leave my guests without protec- 
tion?” 

“T — I hate you!” 
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“I want you to stay, Violette. But you do not 
need that revolver. You have far more effective 
wea ms!” 

‘ ‘ What do you m&an ? ” 

“Yourself; your eyes, your lips, your !’’ 

Leon’s glance roved over her vibrant flesh, the 
texture of water lilies; her lissome fullness. “You 
have everything, petite; everything to melt a 
man; put him at your feet, whether he be rich 
man, poor man, beggar man, thief. In a word, 
Violette, your greatest weapon is— lure!” Leon 
Caillaux got up. “Now got dressed for my party. 
I must get down stairs and do my duties.” 

“What are you going to do, Monsieur ?” 

“The same as I do every Christmas eve; dress 
up like Santa Claus; pass out presents and de- 
mand kisses from the girls in return.” He opened 
the door. “Mais, do not run away, Mademoiselle 
Detective. I am going to see you, later.” 

Through the partly-opened door Violette 
watched him go down the dim hallway and enter 
a room at the end. 

TJER nerves still tingled from his kisses and 
-‘‘-A caresses. She replaced her shoulder strap 
and blushed when she thought of Leon Caillaux’s 
roving fingers which had sent such queer tremors 
scurrying over her. She smoothed her hands 
down over her svelte hips, turned sidewise and 
appraised her slender form in the mirror. Leon 
said she had everything. She had never been 
told that before; neither had she ever appeared 
so scantily dressed in a man’s presence before. 

She wriggled her sea-green evening gown over 
her head and brushed it to her lilting form. The 
tight-fitting silk covered but only served to bring 
out more clearly the outlines of the treasures be- 
neath. She touched the perfume stopper to her 
coral ears and the paradise valley revealed by the 
low decolletage of her gown. 

She unwrapped the wax paper from the corsage 
she had brought. There was an inner wrapper of 
newspaper. Violctte’s eyes caught the picture 
above the social news item — the photograph of 
Leon Caillaux and his fiancee, Marie Saint-Mar- 
tin. She frowned and felt a tinge of jealousy. 
Then she smiled wryly. Men like Leon Caillaux 
always married within their own circle. Besides, 
she was there on business — detective business — 
not monkey business. 

That was funny, too — she being at this party. 
If Leon Caillaux had only known that she was 
substituting for her brother, the detective sent by 
the agency. But her brother had a date and had 
induced her to take his place. 

“Nobody will know the difference, Violette,” 
he had said. “Nothing ever happens. And you 
will have a good time.” 


Violette suddenly straightened. Through the 
door to the adjoining room a voice percolated, 
“Now understand this, ma clierie,” somebody 
was saying in a low voice. “Caillaux is going to 
play Santa Claus for his wealthy guests — only he 
is not going to be Santa Claus. I am!” 

Violette tiptoed to the panel and strained her 
ears. Again the person in the other room spoke, 
“This is my scheme: Caillaux is not going to at- 
tend his own party. But he does not know that. 
He is going for a ride. My two apache associates 
will take care of that. 

“Tiens, I dress in his Santa Claus costume, 
whiskers and everything. His crowd will not 
know the difference. I shall pass out the Christ- 
mas presents; kiss the girls and get my arms 
around them. That will give me the chance to 
get their necklaces and other jewelry. I shall pass 
the loot to you. So follow me closely. Get it? 
Another tiling, ma clierie-. I do not think Caillaux 
even bothered to have a detective around tonight. 
I have not seen one.” 

There was silence in the next room. Violette 
could hear only the sound of someone moving 
around. She put her hand to her mouth to 
smother a gasp. Somebody in the adjoining room 
was planning with a girl accomplice to rob Leon 
Caillaux’s guests. 'Worse yet, they were going to 
take Leon for a ride! 

The latter thought made Violette ’s heart race. 
The loss of the guests’ jewels vanished from her 
mind. But the harm which might come to Leon 
Caillaux himself! 

She must do something ; must save him ! For a 
moment she thought of going into the hall, en- 
tering the room next to her own, capturing this 
man and the girl with whom he was planning. 

She picked up the handbag containing her re- 
volver. She hesitated. Suppose this thief on the 
other side of the door wrenched the pistol from 
her as Leon Caillaux had done so easily. Violet- 
te \s courage failed. She threw down the bag. 

But she must warn Leon Caillaux at once. 
Stealthily she left the room and made her way 
noiselessly along the dim corridor to where she 
had seen Leon go into his room. 

Timidly she knocked on the door. It opened. 
Leon Caillaux, coat off, was adjusting his tic. 

“Well, Mademoiselle Detective. You look 
gorgeous in that gown!” 

Violette panted into the room and closed the 
door. “I had to come here, Monsieur. I over- 
heard someone in the room next to mine. You — 
you are in danger! You are to be kidnapped or 
something! This man I overheard is then going 
to wear your Santa Claus costume as a disguise. 
He is going to rob your guests. He has a girl ac- 
complice ! ’ ’ 
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Leon Caillaux put his arm around her silkcn- 
elad shoulders. He smiled. 

“You have uncovered a clue, Mademoiselle De- 
tective?” 

“Mais, but please believe me! I heard it all. 
They are probably in the room yet!” 

“Allons, we shall find out,” Leon said. 

They went back along the hall, Violette hold- 
ing tightly to his hand. Leon grasped the door 
knob. He shoved. They peered into the room 
where Violette had heard the voice. The room 
was vacant. 

Leon Caillaux grinned, “False clue.” 

“Mais, but I tell you I heard him!” Violette 
insisted. “They must have sneaked out while I 
was in your room!” 

“Do not worry, ma clierie. I shall consider my- 
self alarmed.” Again his arm was on her shoul- 
der, below it, to smooth pliant flesh. “Now go 
back to your room until I finish dressing,” he toid 
her. “I shall knock on your door before I go 


down stairs. And do not use that revolver, petite,’' 
he laughed and went back to his room. 

V IOLETTE returned to her boudoir. Her 
nerves were fluttering. She did not know 
whether it was on account of the threatening- 
voice she had overheard or if it was the tingling 
where Leon’s fingers had touched her. But why 
could lie not believe her; realize that there was a 
plot on hand to rob his guests, make away with 
him? 

She fussed with her hair, looked into the mir- 
ror, and paced the floor as she waited. Time 
dragged on and no knock at her door. A sudden 
panic seized her. Suppose Leon had been attack- 
ed in his own room ! 

She went out and along the corridor to his 
door. She knocked. No answer. Nerves edged 
she slowly pushed open the portal. There was 
nobody in the room . . .! And Leon had said that 
ho would tap on her door when he left. There 
was but one conclusion. Leon Caillaux 
was kidnapped ! 

Violette went back to her own room. 
And then she hugged the shadows. At 
1 lie head of the stairway she saw the red 
figure, the fur-trimmed costume, '-the 
bushy white hair under the cap. Santa 
Claus! The fake Santa Claus — the 
thief ! 

His back was toward her. A girl was 
leaving him, descending the stairs. Vio- 
lette caught a flash of the girl’s face. 
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She gasped. The girl was Marie Saint-Martin 
whose picture she had seen in the newspaper — 
Leon Caillaux ’s fiancee! 

Violette’s heart raced. Leon had been kid- 
napped! Spirited away! This was the conspira- 
tor in the Santa Claus costume. And his partner 
in crime was the society girl — Marie Saint-Mar- 
tin ! 

She must capture the thief; expose the girl; 
make them tell where they had taken Leon. Vio- 
lette went back into her room; got the revolver 
from her handbag. The weapon shook in her 
fingers. Leon Caillaux had said she would be un- 
able to use it. She remembered something else 
he said, “Lure! Far more effective than any 
other weapon!” 

Well, she would use lure to capture this plot- 
ter. She would lure him to her door; entice him 
into her boudoir. Then she would trap him; run 
out and lock him in! 

Violette reached to the hem of her gown and 
swept it off over her head. She glanced in the 
mirror. It reflected her snowy seductive body 
clad in the wispy slip. She flushed as she thought 
of what she was about to do. But it was the only 
way left. Cautiously she opened the door and 
took a step into the hall. The Santa Claus thief 
still had his back toward her. She screamed and 
dropped to the floor. 

Out of the corners of her eyes she saw the cos- 
tumed figure turn. He ran to where she lay and 
stooped down. 

“ Hein what happened?” he asked through his 
whiskers. 

“Oh, Monsieur! I — I sprained my ankle!” Vio- 
lette winced. She felt him gathering her in his 
arms, her creeping flesh pressed tightly against 
him. He carried her into the boudoir and laid 
her on the coverlet. She bit her lips to keep from 
smiling. Lure! It was working! She fluttered 
her eyelids. “Oh!” 

Santa Claus was on the edge of the bed. He 
pulled off her slipper and peeled down her chif- 
fon hose. His hand smoothed her ankle. He 
looked into her eyes. “Still hurt?” 

“I— I guess it is better.” Violette was waiting 
her chance. She must spring from the od; elude 
him ; get out and lock the door. 

But Santa Claus was giving her no oppor- 
tunity to flee. He edged closer. Violette felt her 
heart skip a beat as his hand left her ankle — 
stroked above it. But somehow his fingers shot 
delightful shivers through her body. Violette 
did not move. 

And then he was smoothing her satiny skin in 
other places. She felt her nerves pitch to trem- 
ulous heights. . . . She must escape from the room 
before ! But her body seemed powerless to 


make the initial move. Instead, a blissful listless- 
ness came over her. Thrills scampered clear to 
her toes as his hands stroked over her . . . She 
felt unable to resist when his head descended and 
his lips crushed her quivering ones and her brain 
whirled dizzily. ... 

N OT until he reached to the floor lamp and 
plunged the room into darkness did Vio- 
lette come to her senses. She sprang from the 
bed; to the door and out into the hallway. She 
turned the key on the outside ; made him prisoner. 

She started for the stairway. She stopped; 
realized she was scantily clad. She could not go 
down stairs among the crowd. She hurried to- 
ward Leon Caillaux ’s room. She would phone. 
She went in and switched on the lights. She 
wondered how she could get the house connected. 
There was no time for her to find out. She would 
dial headquarters— get the gandarmes. Violette 
lifted the phone from its cradle. 

And then from behind herself she heard a sound 
—a sound from the door leading into the next 
room — the room which communicated on each 
side with Leon’s and her own. She turned — and 
opened her mouth with amazement. Leon Cail- 
laux was before her. He smiled, “Dig up an- 
other clue. Mademoiselle Detective?” 

“You — —I” Violette backed away. 

Leon caught up with her. He picked her up 
and deposited her on a divan. Speechless and 
with widened eyes she stared at him. Leon 
grinned, “I guess I have frightened you enough, 
petite.” 

‘‘Hein, what do you mean?” 

“That the whole thing was a farce, ma cherie. 
In the first place it was I you heard in the room 
next to yours. There was no other person; no 
girl with me. The communicating doors between 
the rooins were unlocked. After I made the 
threatening speech for you to hear I came to my 
own room. 

“Then you came here and warned me. I joked 
with you about it; sent you back and told you that 
I would knock on your door when I was ready to 
go down stairs. Of course I did not knock. I 
donned the Santa Claus costume and stood at the 
head of the stairway, waiting for you to see me 
and believe that I was the villain you had heard. 
I wanted to see what you would do when you 
thought there was a real thief.” 

“And — and I did what you told me. I — 1 used 
my — my lure!” 

“And you have plenty, ma cherie; more than 
I can longer stand — without — — !” 

“Mais, but I saw Marie Saint-Martin, your 
fiancee,” Violette broke in. “I thought she was 
in the plot against you.” 
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“Ma foil Marie just happened to be going 
down tlie stairway when you saw her,” Leon ex- 
plained. 

“And— and you are going to marry her after 
I — I imagined it would be all over with her ; that 
she was plotting with someone against you.” 
There was a sadness to Violette’s voice. 

“And you did all this to save me from her?” 
Violette reddened and nodded her head. “Out, 
yes,” she said almost tearfully. 

“Ma cherie, Violette,” Leon replied tenderly. 
And then again his hands caressed her, thrilling- 
ly. His mouth crushed hers. There was silence. 

' | ''HE door banged inward. Leon Caillaux 
turned. Violette sat up and turned pale. She 
held her hands to her throbbing bosom. Marie 
Saint-Martin was in the room. Behind her was 
a tall youth. Marie’s face was a storm cloud. She 
raged, “Tiens, so, Monsieur Leon Caillaux, while 
your guests wait, you amuse yourself with this 
little trollop!” She turned to the man with her. 
“Voila! You see what is going on? It is sufficient 
cause for me to break my engagement with Mon- 
sieur Caillaux, n’est-ce pas?” 

Leon Caillaux was on his feet. “Mais, but 
you needed no particular cause to break our en- 


gagement, Marie.” He turned to Violette. “This 
is my future wife!” 

Marie Saint-Martin jerked haughtily. The 
anemic man with her said, “Allans, come, Made- 
moiselle.” Marie and her escort left. 

Violette swallowed sorrowfully as Leon Cail- 
laux sat closely beside her. “Porquoi, why did 
you tell her that?” 

“Because it is the truth, petite Violette. Mar- 
riages arranged by parents are passe. I am choos- 
ing my own wife — you — Violette!” 

Hardly able to realize what he said, Violette 
sank back into the pillows. And then her arms 
reached upward around his neck. 

“Leon, my lover! From the first moment you 
entered my room I — I loved you. That is why I 
could not shoot you!” 

He gazed at her possessively. “You are one 
adorable girl, ma clierie!” 

Violette reached to the floor lamp. The room 
turned to black velvet. “Love me, Leon, con 
amore! I will not run out and lock you in this 
time!” 

And as Violette felt his fervent embrace her 
senses floated on the aura of a rapturous para- 
dise . . .! 
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“Boudoirs and Battlefields” 
are what the average Ameri- 
can seeks when in France. 
But there are all kinds of bou- 
doirs and all kinds of battle- 
fields. F. Norris Hiatt relates 
the hilarious adventures of 
Horace Freeman, who went 
seeking battlefields, only to 
find boudoirs, each with a dar- 
ling occupant, but with his 
own wife on his trail 
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^T^HE long, slant-nosed coupe of obviously 
American make purred smoothly over the 
chalky ribbon of road without apparent 
effort. The poplar-bordered canal alongside 
with its occasional slow-moving barge slid past 
like an unreeling film of brown and green. On 
either side lush patchwork of vernal growth 
hemmed the twisting stream and road. In the 
hazy distance a cluster of red tile roofs glistened 
in the rays of the late afternoon sun. 

“We’re in Haute Meuse now.” Horace J. 
Freeman’, the rather portly, well-groomed man 
behind the steering wheel, glanced at the plump, 
over-dressed woman beside him. He had the air 
of one imparting important information. “I re- 


member this road well. That’s Bar-le-Duc right 
ahead. Be there in a few minutes.” 

Adelaide Freeman sniffed. The habitual tight- 
ness about her set little mouth became more pro- 
nounced. “I should hope so. It’s dreadfully tir- 
ing riding all day. I hope you get your fill of 
traipsing about France soon. Remember, it was 
your idea to bring the car along. We could just 
as well be sitting comfortably in a nice hotel in 
Paris.” 

A slight sigh escaped Horace. ‘‘But, dear,” he 
murmured placatingly, “this is the best way to see 

the battlefields. We can .” 

“You and your battlefields.” Adelaide brush- 
ed a small cloud of chalky dust from her dress. 
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He broke off aghast at the command- 
ing knock on the door 


vanished behind a chain of hills and already the 
dusk of evening was settling down. 

“Let’s try that place,” Adelaide directed with 
a pointing finger to a three-story dwelling, set 
back a little from the cobbled street and more 
ornate than its smaller neighbors. 

“But it hasn’t any sign,” Horace countered 
faintly, knowing of old his protests were usually 
ignored. 

“What of it'?” Adelaide favored him with a 
frown. “They’ll probably be glad to put us up 
for the night. It’s a nice looking place. Go in 
and ask.” 


“What’ll you see? Nothing! We’ve been travel- 
ing since yesterday morning and all I’ve seen is 
dusty roads and dirty little villages and filthy 
peasants. I feel gritty all over.” 

“We’ll find a nice hotel and clean up,” said 
Horace with forced heartiness. “You’ll feel bet- 
ter after a good meal. I can remember 

“Oh, don’t start remembering.” Adelaide 
lifted a protesting hand. “That’s all I’ve heard 
since we landed. I’m sick of it. And I won’t 
set foot in one of these small-town hotels. That 
one last night was terrible. Drink- 
ing and carrying on all night — I 
didn’t sleep a wink, hardly.” 

“We’ll find a nice, quiet pen- 
sion,” Horace suggested quickly, 
glad of a chance to air his .meager 
French. “There ’re lots of them 
around. Many’s the time I .” 


He broke off hurriedly with a guilty side 
glance and devoted his entire attention to driving. 
Shortly they reached the outskirts of Bar-le-Due 
and threaded their way through narrow streets 
until they neared the center of the city. The sun 
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Resignedly, Horace stopped the car and got 
out. Pie approached the house with misgivings. 
Probably the mayor’s home or some wealthy citi- 
zen’s, was his nervous thought. But he had to 
satisfy Adelaide by inquiring. He turned at a 
patter of footsteps behind him, groaned under his 
breath. She was right at his heels. 

“You’ll probably make a mess of it,” she said 
in enlightenment. “I’d better do the talking.” 

A FAT, bejeweled, heavily rouged woman in 
-*■*- tight-fitting dress that accentuated the prom- 
inence of her full bosom, answered Adelaide’s pull 
at the bell. She regarded the strangers with 
bright-eyed wonder. Adelaide smiled condescend- 
ingly. 

“We’re Americans,” she explained graciously, 
“and we’re looking for a place lo spend the 
night. Could rve stay here?” 

“Americaines?” The French woman lifted ex- 
pressive brows, smiled understandingly, then 
shook her head with an enigmatic roll of her eyes 
in Horace’s direction. “Mais non. We do not 
have the 7161151011.” 

Adelaide tightened her lips, then liberated 
them again in a forced smile. “Oh, of course. I 
understand you don’t take in roomers regularly, 
but couldn’t you make an exception in our case? 
We will pay you well.” She opened her purse 
and drew out a roll of crisp francs. 

Horace, eyeing the woman with a sort of fasci- 
nation, saw her veil her eyes at the sight of the 
money in Adelaide’s hand. She hesitated an in- 
stant as though in indecision, then her slight air 
of hostility magically vanished. 

“Mais oui,” she gurgled throatily, beaming. 
“Je comprenez. You are Americaines who have 
come the long way to see the battlefields. N’est 
ce-pas?” She glanced covertly, archly at Horace 
and a queer thrill of exuberance crawled up his 
spine. “I shall make the exception for you. I 
have une petit sallc do chambre on the third 
floor.” 

Adelaide beamed back in kind. “That will do 
nicely. I am Mrs. Horace Freeman. This is my 
husband.” She indicated Horace with a curt nod 
of her head. 

The woman bowed gracefully. “I am Madame 
Beauvais.” She turned toward the polished 
spiraling stairway at the rear of the wide hall. 
“If you will follow me— — .” 

“Horace,” Adelaide called over her shoulder, 
“bring the bags from the car.” 

Horace scarcely heard his wife’s words. 
Through a portiered doorway ho had caught a 
glimpse of a garishly furnished room with long 
gilt mirrors reaching almost to the ceiling and 
from which floated the subtle scent of some seduc- 


tive, exotic perfume. It brought back dim mem- 
ories of long years before, made him tingle 
strangely all over for some unaccountable rea- 
son. He returned from the car carrying heavy 
traveling bags in both hands to find the hallway 
deserted. He tiptoed up the stairs to the second 
floor, peered curiously about before proceeding 
farther. There was a long hallway there also 
with doors leading into various rooms, but they 
were all closed, he noted regretfully. As he pass- 
ed one, however, a knob creaked and the door 
opened a few inches. Horace nearly dropped the 
bags at the enticing sight that met his aston- 
ished gaze. 

A strikingly beautiful young girl with fluffy 
blonde bobbed hair curling about her pretty face 
smiled bewitchingly up at him. He sucked in his 
breath noisily at the briefness of her attire. She 
had little on beyond a thin silken wrap and be- 
neath its sheerness he could detect the curving 
outlines of a gorgeous rounded figure. 

TJIS knees turned to water when she beckoned 
for him to enter with an outrageous and dar- 
ing wink of her alluring blue eyes. She even 
opened the door a trifle wider and Horace, like a 
hypnotized rabbit, was on the point of stagger- 
ing into the room when Adelaide’s shrill voice 
cut through the stillness like the shriek of a high 
explosive shell. 

“Horace!” rocketed from above. “Whatever 
are vou doing? Haven’t you gotten those bags 
yet?” 

The door before him clicked softly closed and 
with the sound Horace’s scattered senses reas- 
sembled. He swallowed with difficulty and stum- 
bled toward the stairs. He was almost panting 
when he reached the top. It wasn ’t any problem 
to locate Adelaide. She stood in a doorway at the 
end of the corridor with her elbows on her hips 
and her brows welded into a frown. 

He mumbled an unintelligible explanation as 
Adelaide snatched the bags from his hands. Ma- 
dame Beauvais explained in stilted English that 
she would serve them dinner in their room. The 
dining room was not large enough, she added, 
bowing her way out. 

Horace was disappointed at the stolid looking- 
peasant girl who brought up their meal a short 
time later. He had rather hoped for — ah — well, 
something a bit easier on the eyes. Since the lit- 
tle episode on the second floor he had been do- 
ing some hard thinking, and he was so preoccu- 
pied and absent-minded while they ate that even 
Adelaide remarked about it. 

A long hour dragged by before he dared sug- 
gest what had been uppermost in his mind for 
some time. Ho noted with heightening satisfac- 
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tion that Adelaide was beginning to yawn with 
increasing frequency. 

“You look tired,” lie said with unaccustomecf 
solicitude. “Why don’t you turn in?” 

She looked at him suspiciously. “Aren’t you 
ready for bed, too?” 

He cleared his throat raucously, assumed a 
brusqueness he didn’t feel. “Why— ah — no, 

strange to say, I don’t feel a bit sleepy. Think 
I’ll take a little stroll — look the town over a bit.” 

“Humph!” Adelaide sniffed. “What is there 
to see in a little place like this? Nothing but 
dirty streets and — and manure piles!” 

Henry suppressed a grin and edged toward the 
door with hat in hand. He had hardly expected 
Adelaide would even consider granting him lib- 
erty. In Paris he had not had a moment to him- 
self. 

“I won’t be gone long,” he murmured, opening 
the door and sliding around it. He released a 
long, quivering sigh as he softly closed it again. 

H was shaking all over by the time he reached 
the second floor. He paused there a moment to 
listen carefully for sounds from above and to 
quiet somewhat the terrific pounding of his heart. 
Another moment passed while he tried to summon 
enough courage to tap softly on the door that 
guarded the enchanting vision. 

As he hesitated his conscience returned to 
trouble him. What a fool he was— a staid mar- 
ried man of over forty — to even think of risking 
his nearly twenty years of married life for a few 
brief moments of stolen pleasure. If Adelaide 
ever learned — he shuddered at the thought. Reso- 
lutely, he squared his shoulders and turned away. 
He would do as he had told Adelaide— take a short 
walk and then retire righteously to bed. 

' I 'HE click of a closing door on the third floor 
and the tapping of heels halted him. His 
heart climbed into his throat. Adelaide was 
coming downstairs! She was checking up on 
him. If she found him in the hall she would de- 
mand an explanation. Horace forgot his com- 
mendable resolution of a few seconds before and 
made a dash for the siren ’s door. Any port with 
the approach of a storm. 

He thanked his lucky stars when it opened 
easily. He darted inside without a second to 
spare, closed it with a trembling hand. He waited 
till he heard Adelaide’s heels clicking toward the 
first floor before he relaxed his tense body and 
turned around. 

On a high, four-postered bed across the room, 
reclined the blonde, bobbed-haired goddess, re- 
garding him in blue-eyed wonder. In the sub- 
dued light from a shaded lamp she seemed even 


more lovely. She lose languidly on a bare white 
elbow and the scanty negligee parted alarmingly 
from her lush, ripe figure. She thrust a bare 
satiny leg to the floor and rose gracefully to her 
feet. 

“Ah,” she stpd softly, musically, “eet is the 
handsome Americaine. You have come to see 
leetle Fifi.” Her red lips parted in a dazzling 
smile as she undulated toward the paralyzed 
Horace. lie made no effort to move. In fact, he 
couldn’t have if he had tried. 

She came up close to him, pressed her body 
against his and caught his cheeks between the 
palms of her soft hands. “Kees me,” she 
murmured, her fragrance enveloping him like a 
scented cloud. “Kees leetle Fifi — like thees!” 

With that she brought her moist red lips down 
hard on his and for a delicious moment, the whole 
world rocked for Horace Freeman. He was 
wholly unconscious of his arms sweeping about 
her pliant body, of crushing her close against him. 
In that short intoxicating interval fully a score 
of years fell from him like hampering ballast. He 
had a strange sense of soaring- into the clouds, 
of floating about in ethereal space as though with- 
out weight. . . . 

It may have been a few minutes or perhaps 
more nearly an hour — he wasn’t at all certain of 
passing time — when a peremptory knocking on 
the door jerked Horace back to a semblance of his 
usual sobriety. Nervously, and rather regret- 
fully, he untangled Fill’s clinging arms from 
about his perspiring neck and removed her 
lightly clad from his lap. 

“Who’s that?” he whispered hoarsely, straight- 
ening his clothes and fussing with his tie. 

Fifi reached up and kissed him again, tanta- 
lizingly. Then her red lips puckered into a de- 
lightful moue. “Poof!” she said lightly. “That 
ees probably Jacques. He come about thees 
time.” 

“Jacques?” he repeated, allowing a questing 
hand to appraise the soft contour of a shapely 
hip. “I’d better £o. Who’s Jacques — your hus- 
band?” 

She giggled, whirled away. “Oh, non, non, 
non. Just une bon ami — like M’sieu’ Ameri- 
caine- .” 

“Fifi!” The knock on the door was repeated, 
louder thaw before. “Fifi! Is someone in there 
with you?” 

Fifi made a wry face at Horace. “Oooh!” she 
whispered. “That ees Madame Beauvais. You 
had better go.” She seized his hand and led him 
to a communicating door to the next room. There 
she paused and quietly opened it. She called 
softly: “Jeannette!” 
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A PRETTY brunette 
with large dark eyes 
and in much the same 
state of dishabille as Fifi 
answered the call. Fifi 
whispered something in 
rapid French that Horace 
was quite unable to com- 
prehend, then in the nest 
breath he was hustled into 
the brunette’s room and 
the door closed behind 
him. 


The same exhiliarating perfume permeated the 
air. Horace had only time to catch a quick glimpse 
of another bed and glistening mirrors about the 
walls before soft arms were about his neck and 
he was being smothered by a pair of scented lips 
that were even more devastating than Fifi’s. Fie 
all but tottered from sheer weakness when he was 
finally released. 

He blurted out: “I’ve gotta be going. Where’s 
the door?” 

“Oh, M’sieu,” came reprovingly. “Must you 
leave Jeanette so soon? Come, stay wiz me 
awhile.” 

“Listen, girlie,” Horace was becoming a bit 
desperate, “I’ve gotta .” 

He broke off, aghast at the commanding knock 
on the door- — obviously from the same hand as 
in Fifi’s room — Madame Beauvais’. Henry be- 



On a high , jour-pcstered bed across the room 
reclined the blonde , bobbed-haired goddess. 
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gan to have some of tlie sensations of a trapped 
animal. 

“Jeannette!” Madame Beauvais’ tone brooked 
no delay. “Have you someone in the room!” 
“Oh, non, Madame,” Jeannette returned dear- 
ly, regarding Horace with sparkling eyes. “I 
am quite alone.” 

“I’m sorry, Madame,” came Madame Beau- 
vais’ voice from the other side of the door. “I’m 
sure your husband is nowhere in the house. I’ve 
looked in all the girls’ rooms.” 

“But you haven’t looked in this one,” Ade- 
laide’s voice was extremely cold and cutting. 
Horace’s temperature went below freezing. His 
teeth chattered a little. Oh, Lord, what a mess 
he ’d gotten into ! 

It was Jeannette who threw him the lifeline. 
“Queeck, M’sieu’ — back through Fifi’s room. 
Your wife, she come in here!” 

She opened the communicating door for him, 
thrust him through. He plowed blindly through 
Fill’s room. He never even saw her. But he did 
manage to escape into the hall and flee down the 
stairs without being seen. 

{Continued on page 80) 





Maman Jorde called her emo - 
tion one of extreme anger 
when she left her home to re- 
monstrate with Bob Graham 
for making love to her two 
daughters, but she had quite a 
different name for her emo- 
tions when she finally left Bob 
Graham! Andrea Andrews 
tells about it in 
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M AMAN JORDE was more than just agi- 
tated — she was absolutely furious. And 
when Maman Jorde became even mildly 
furious, the entire Jorde household knew of it. 

She paced restlessly up and down the floor of 
her boudoir like a caged tigress, and from her 
lips came growls that would have equaled those 
of a tigress when it was not in a good humor. At 
every turn of her pacing and quite a few times in 
between, she glared at her daughters, who really 
weren’t accustomed to glares. Masculine smiles 
of appreciation for their delectable pulchritude 
was more the sort of thing they had come to con- 
sider their right. 

“Little pigs with empty heads!” Maman Jorde 
accused. “Is it for this that I have spent hours 
talking to you about the evils of men? Voila! 
First Fleurette” — she glared menacingly at her 
attractive youngest daughter, who forgot her flap- 
per boldness and quailed visibly under the stern 
look — “succumbs to the wiles of this so fascinat- 
ing Americaine, Monsieur Robert Graham, and 
then Annette” — her other daughter took her turn 
at circling under the hostile expression — “must 
go ape the tactics of her cabbage-headed sister. 
Allons! What sins have I committed to deserve 
such daughters!” 


If either of her daughters know just what those 
sins were she discreetly remained silent and al- 
lowed Maman Jorde to continue her restless pac- 
ing. Yet the tirade that had been going on for 
almost the entire afternoon made it seem that 
Maman Jorde would never tire herself out. She 
arraigned the younger generation and found it 
guilty. But when she had exclaimed that such 
things had never happened in her day, Fleurette 
had raised a questioning brow. It was strange, she 
silently reflected, that one could be so innocent 
and still know all the answers. She even appear- 
ed to know much more than the worldly-wise 
flapper Fleurette. But Maman Jorde belonged to 
the staid Bourgeoise, the staple middle class of 
Paris that exhibits a haughty demeanor to the 
public of France — and hides its indiscretions very 
cleverly. 

It was quite understandable, however, that if 
certain things had not happened to Maman Jorde 
when she was a girl, they could easily have taken 
place at a later date. Maman Jorde was in her 
early forties, but would have had no trouble in 
passing for ten years younger, and looked more 
like a sister of the stunningly attractive Annette 
than her mother. 

“But if Maman would only see this Americaine 
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and talk to him, she would understand,” ventured 
Fleurette. . “Is it not so, Annette?” 

“Oui,” agreed the older sister. “Maman 
should see him to understand.” 

“See him?” exclaimed Mere Jorde angrily-. 
“Oui, I should like to see him — with gendarmes 
holding his arms! Go! Leave me at once! When 
you have repented, you may come back and tell 
me. ’ ’ 

Since neither daughter felt an immediate urge 
to repent for adventures which had been ex- 
tremely pleasant, they quickly and quietly left the 
room. 

When they had gone, Maman Jorde did not 
resume her pacing. Instead, she seated herself 
beside the window and gazed pensively out. It 
vras hard for a mother to realize that her. daugh- 
ters had been indiscreet, and both of them with 
the same man, who was not even a true French- 
man but an American in Paris on vacation. It 


was a thing that would have to cease, and cease 
immediately. There seemed only one thing left 
to do : visit the American and persuade him, for 
the safety of her daughters, to leave Paris. 

Maman Jorde was a woman of sudden resolves, 
and once she had made up her mind, she acted 
promptly. Yet she did not leave the Jorde home, 
so promptly that she failed to take the time to 
preen herself before the mirror. Even though 
she was going to order the Amerieaine to leave 
Paris, there was no reason why she should not 
look attractive. 

Other Avomen of her age' might have to spend 
ceaseless hours in beauty salons, suffering under 
the administrations of steam baths and mud 
packs, and be uncomfortable at night Avith pads 
for the face. But not Maman Jorde. Her beauty 
had been preserved naturally, and had been pre- 
served in such a manner as to justify her pride in 
it. From her regally beautiful head to her trim 
ankles, Maman Avas made up of the sort of curves 
that make roving masculine optics stop roving. 

BLISSFULLY unaAvare that he had been the 
1 subject of Maman Jorde ’s tirade Avith her 
daughters all afternoon, Bob Graham lounged 
contentedly back in a comfortable chair in his 
hotel, room, a clinking highball glass on the tab- 
oret beside him and a French love novel in his 
hand. Ho found much in the noA r ol to remind him 
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of the vivacious Fleurette and the sweetly attrac- 
tive Annette. Bob feJt very well satisfied with 
the world just then, and was sure that it owed him 
absolutely nothing' since he had arrived in Paris. 

He had just started to set the book aside and 
begin dreaming of the adventures he had had 
with Flurette and Annette, and of the adventures 
he hoped to have in the future, when a sudden rap 
sounded on his door. 

“Entrez!” ho shouted. 

Instantly the door was flung open and a woman 
stepped in. It was no ordinary woman. It was 
Maman Jorde. Bob’s eyes opened wide in admir- 
ation for the delectable figure as he came instantly 
to his feet. 

“Monsieur Graham?” she demanded before 
Bob had a chance to speak. 

Bob bowed faultlessly. “Oui,” he replied. 
“And Mademoiselle is Annette Jorde’s sister?” 

“Her mother!” answered Madame Jorde in a 
thundering tone. 

But Bob smiled pleasantly at her instead of be- 
ing appalled by the menacing tone. 

“Oui?” he asked with interest. “One would 
never suspect, it. Madame looks much too young 
to be the mother of Annette. Won’t Madame be 
seated?” 

Maman Jorde glared at him skeptically, but 
seated herself and crossed her knees with a ges- 
ture that allowed Bob to know they were dimpled. 
The shimmering expanse of silken hose was not 
wasted on Bob, and the admiration in his eyes for 
his visitor became even more pronounced. 

“Monsieur has that Americaine way of — how 
you say it?— dodging the issue,” Maman Jorde 
accused. 

“An issue?” asked Bob curiously. “Why 
should I be troubled over an issue when I am hav- 
ing the pleasure of entertaining Madame? But, 
pardon, I am not being the perfect host— a drink, 
Madame?” 

He gestured toward the array of bottles on the 
taboret beside his chair, and looked questioninglv 
at Madame Jorde, She glanced at the bottles and 
would probably have passed them by, but dis- 
covered there was one of Benedictine. Tres bien 1 
There must be some good in a man when ho 
showed the wisdom of drinking Bnedictine. She 
herself indulged in a glass each morning and 
night. 

“A little Benedictine to clean the throat, Mon- 
sieur,” she replied, but not too anxiously. One 
could never trust these Americaincs, as the adven- 
tures of Flenrette and Annette had proven. Of 
course, she was Maman Jorde and therefore quite 
capable of handling any situation. Still, the 
Americaines did not respond to a situation as 
would a son of the tri-color republic. 


“Then it shall be Benedictine for two,” an- 
nounced Bob as he filled two wine glasses. “Bene- 
dictine is so little appreciated by most people, 
Madame, that it is a real pleasure to have one with 
whom it can be enjoyed.” 

A long discussion on the merits of Benedictine 
came to Maman Jorde’s lips, but she checked it 
hurriedly. There was more important business 
on hand and she must, not allow herself to be di- 
verted from the subject. Still, some of the harsh- 
ness had gone out of her eyes. This Americaine 
did have a few commendable qualities. 

“To a better acquaintance, Madame, with sin- 
cere regrets on my part that we have had to wait 
this long for a meeting,” toasted Bob, lifting his 
glass. 

Maman Jorde felt that she should make some 
sort of retort about that. But there was such a 
pleasant smile on Bob’s lips as he spoke, and he 
used such a nice choice of words, that she nodded 
her head in recognition of the toast, and tilted the 
glass to her lips. 

Bob knew better than to offer to refill her glass 
immediately. It was better to wait until the Bene- 
dictine had started taking effect and the desire 
would be aroused for a second one. 

“Both Fleurette and Annette have spoken with 
such praise of Madame that I have been looking 
eagerly forward to this meeting,” said Bob, his 
genial smile working overtime. “And now that 
I have had the pleasure, I think they both should 
be spanked for not having done Madame justice.” 

“Perhaps Monsieur will not enjoy the meeting 
so much when he learns why I am here,” an- 
nounced Maman Jorde. But she moderated her 
tone, for, like Fleurette and Annette, she was 
learning that Bob Graham had an engaging way 
of saying things. 

“The pleasure of meeting Madame Naturally 
over-shadows everything else, and it could be 
nothing but pleasant,” declared Bob. “I presume 
Madame is here in regard to Fleurette and An- 
nette. They are very charming, Madame; and 
now, having met you, it is easy to understand why 
they are.” 

“Monsieur is very droll,” declared Maman 
Jorde, but she smiled as she spoke. The cares 
and worries of having two pretty daughters to 
watch over all the time had rather taken her out 
of the society of men who could speak to her as 
Bob Graham was doing. She decided that she 
liked it very much, and had no objections to hear- 
ing more. 

“Not at all, Madame,” declared Bob quickly. 
“Madame realizes that I am just a loneiy Ameri- 
can in Paris. Fleurette and Annette have been 
exquisite in preventing any boredom. I would 
probably have been quite content with them, if 
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Madame had not appeared. But, after having 
met Madame, how could I ever be content with 
them?” 

“Monsieur!” exclaimed Maman Jorde, but she 
quite neglected to inject a real note of horror in 
her voice. It was a long time since a man had 
actually made love to her. 

Bob felt that it was time to fill her glass with 
more Benedictine, and did not overlook the oppor- 
tunity of squeezing her hand caressingly as he 
passed her the glass. 

“Monsieur must not say such things,” she re- 
buked him, but in an exceedingly' mild tone. 

“How can I prevent myself from saying 
them?” asked Bob, seating himself on a chair be- 
side hers. “One is never content with a dupli- 
cate after one has met the original. Fleurette 
and Annette are both attractive, but they are 
merely duplicates of Madame. And a duplicate 
is never as complete as the original.” 


Again Maman Jorde ’s glass was filled with in- 
vigorating Benedictine, which increased the flush 
in her cheeks and the brilliance in her eyes. Un- 
der its influence, and the words of the Ameri- 
caine, she was finding him an exceedingly interest- 
ing young man. He was one of discernment. Did 
lie not prefer Benedictine to other drinks, and did 
he not recognize that she was more attractive 
than her daughters? And to think, she had in- 
tended to make him leave Paris ! 

Maman Jorde ’s lips were offered willingly 
when Bob slipped a caressing arm about her waist, 
and drew her slowly to him. And as his lips 
seared down upon hers, Bob began to realize that 
lie had been wasting his time with the daughters. 
They really were only' duplicates after all, and he 
was possessing the original in his arms. 

His arms became more caressing and his lips 
more ardent, while Maman Jorde, enjoying love 
for the first time in several years, acted as though 
she intended to pay up for all the time that had 
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been lost. She willingly left, the chair she had 
occupied for the more interesting position on 
Bob’s lap. 

She was an exquisite creature who had failed to 
age in accordance with her years, and had re- 
tained all the fire of life and desire for love. If 
there were a few things she had not known during 
t he afternoon while talking to her two erring 
daughters, she learned them before the evening 
was over in the arms of the man she had intended 
to chase from Paris. 

TT WAS quite late when Maman Jorde returned 
home, but regardless of the hour, and her own 
slightly disheveled condition, she went seeking 
her daughters immediately. They were waiting 
for her in the library. 

“Well, Maman, did you get to see Monsieur 
Graham?” asked Annette. 

“I have seen your Amerieaine,” Maman Jorde 
announced, and had difficulty in making her tone 
as stern as she wished it to be. “And I forbid 
your ever seeing him again! He will not leave 


The Presidential election is over, but readers of PARIS NIGHTS Magazine, regardless of 
age, are given an opportunity to vote once again for a favorite in their favorite magazine. 

In the Short Story Contest this month, PARIS NIGHTS Magazine is printing two stories, 
which have won the approval of the editors. To one will go a prize of $25. To the other the 
regular rates will be paid. 

Which do you think is most deserving of the prize? Which story did you find most enter- 
taining? Vote for your favorite now, and see if your judgment corresponds with that of the 
majority of readers. Voting returns will be published in the March issue, on sale about February 1. 

You have a month in which to cast your ballot, but are requested to do so early. The polls 
will be the editorial office of PARIS NIGHTS Magazine, 1008 West York Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 
For your convenience, a ballot is printed below. You may add your personal letter to it, explaining 
why you liked that particular story you have voted for, if you so desire. But VOTE! Place your X 
after the favorite. 


Editorial Office, 

Paris Nights Magazine, 

1008 West York Street, 

Philadelphia, Pa. 

Gentlemen: 

I cast my vote for 

A Job for Cecile □ 

When the Cat’s Away □ 

Signed . 
Address 

Li I I M . 


Paris, bnt he has assured me that he will not 
bother either of you, and you must promise me 
that you will never attempt to see him again. Do 
you understand? I forbid your going to his hotel. 
Now promise Maman.” 

Two reluctant heads were slowly nodded in 
agreement. 

“Bion !” approved Maman. “Now see that you 
keep your promises.” 

Then, turning quickly to hide her smile of tri- 
umph, she stalked out of the room and went hur- 
riedly to her boudoir to dream of a handsome 
young Amerieaine who could say the most inter- 
esting things and make love in the most thrilling 
manner. And she felt a certain amount of se- 
curity in those dreams, for she had just eliminat- 
ed the competition of her two charming daughters. 
There was, of course, always the excuse for her 
own actions on the grounds that by keeping Bob 
Graham interested she was protecting her daugh- 
ters. 

Maman Jorde was quite happy, and feeling 
very proud of herself. 
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D OROTHY BRADLEY was directly re- 
sponsible for at least a dozen men almost 
wrecking their cars on U. S. Highway 
22 leading out of New York. There were many 
others who wrenched a crick in their necks trying 
to get another quick glimpse of white thighs as 
Dorothy flashed by them in her long, low, green 
roadster 

With top down, the powerful roadster whizzed 
down the highway, the speedometer needle play- 
ing around the seventy mark. 

A dainty foot pushed the accelerator on down- 
ward. Above the dainty foot, from the smart 
patent leather pumps to the ecru lace of pink 
silk panties, there was exposed to the wind and 
admiring gaze of whoever was fortunate to be 
passed by the green roadster, the loveliest pair 


of legs and strong, plump thighs that had ever 
zipped down the road. 

Little did Dorothy care that the wind had 
caught the skirt of her cerise silk dress, billowed 
it up into her lap and then laid it down around 
her hips, or that it plastered the bodice tightly 
against her. Her eyes were glued on the strip 
of slowly winding highway ahead. Now and then 
she glanced up into the back-view mirror to see 
if she was being followed. She was thankful for 
the cooling wind that whipped against her cheeks 
as she roared on through the countryside. Her 
scarlet lips were pressed into a determined line 
as she pushed the accelerator down a little more. 

Slowing down to make an S curve, she glanced 
again at the headlines of the newspaper she held 
under her right leg. Across the paper in mam- 
moth letters ran the news: 
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DOROTHY BRADLEY, HEIRESS, BELIEVED KIDNAPPED 

“Kidnapped!” she scoffed, wishing she dared 
slow down long enough for a cigarette. “Heaven 
knows I’d rather be kidnapped than have to 
marry a man I don’t love! And, of all people, 
Edward Crosier ! . . . Perhaps if I were kidnapped 
I could at least fall in love with my kidnapper!” 



S HE had never seen the painfully correct Ed- 
ward Crosley, but she had heard enough 
about him for her father and Edward’s maiden 
aunt to know she never wanted to see him! Not 
even if it was the socially correct thing for their 
engagement to be announced and the marriage set 
without even her consent or having met the man ! 

“Of course,” she mused again, “a little tiling- 
like love doesn’t matter these days when there are 
two great manufacturing fortunes to be merged 
through the marriage of each of the heirs!” 
After a sleepless night, then, Dorothy had 
tossed a couple of bags into her ultra-streamlined 
roadster, bolted the families’ wishes, and here 
she was, still bolting! 

Making a slow left curve, she saw another car 
ahead and she had to swerve sharply to pass it. 
A pair of flashing blue masculine eyes under a 
light gray felt hat was all she saw as she passed. 
He suddenly grinned just as her car was even 
with his. 

Glancing up in the mirror, she saw she wasn’t 
losing this ear as quickly as she had the others 
she passed. The big black sedan seemed to hold 
the distance. 

Her nerves were beginning to get a little 
shaky, and she snapped on the car’s radio. A 
dance orchestra was playing a swift swing tune. 
She pushed harder on the gas. The car behind 
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was holding its own all right, but not seeming to 
gain. She saw the man’s steady eyes riveted on 
her and he was still smiling. And then the radio 
orchestra stopped. The announcer broke in: 
“Your attention, please, folks! Latest news 
flash on the mysterious disappearance of Miss 
Dorothy Bradley: When last seen Miss Bradley 
was wearing a bright red silk dress, hatless, and 
black patent leather pumps. Miss Bradley is a 
striking brunette, about five feet two inches tall, 
weighs about one hundred, twenty pounds, very 
pretty and sun tanned. It is believed Miss Brad- 
ley was kidnapped while out for a drive this 
morning!” 

Kidnapped ! 

Dorothy laughed . . . She glanced into the mir- 
ror again — and the laugh stopped short. She 
must have slowed down while listening to the 
radio news flash! The black sedan had crawled 
up behind her and w T as going to pass her ! 

TT CAME alongside, and the man smiled over at 
-*■ her, his eyes sweeping back and forth from 
her bare thighs to the hugging bodice of her dress. 
Glancing down, Dorothy saw her exposed thighs 
and tried to push her skirt down with one hand. 
The wind blew the skirt back where it was, and 
she heard the man laugh at her thwarted effort. 
But it was more than his laugh that angered her. 

He was inching his ear just a little ahead of 
hers and edging her toward the shoulder of the 
highway. She had to slow down; he kept edging 
over closer. Slower and slower they went, until 
he yelled over to her: “Pull over and stop!” 
“No!” she screamed back. 

“All right then !” He crowded her more 

and more until she was forced to pull over and 
stop! 

Jumping out of his car, he ran around to hers, 
his eyes again feasting on the delectable sight 
of white thighs and the dainty lace that peeked 
out from her wind-blown skirt. With a swift jerk 
she pulled her skirt down. 

“What’s the idea of stopping me?” she ex- 
claimed. ‘ ‘ What do you want ? I ’m in a hurry ! ’ ’ 
“Yes, I see you are!” His eyes laughed and 
sparkled. “But I decided you need a spanking!” 
“A spanking? What for?” 

“Because you need sinkers or weights on your 
skirt if you’re going to drive like that on this 
highway ! ’ ’ 

Dorothy permitted herself to smile. Then he 
wasn’t a police officer or something of the kind, 
but just a fresh guy trying to get a little fresher. 
Well, she could handle that situation all right! 
Anyway, he was a handsome fresh guy! 

* ‘ Get out ! ” he commanded. 

“But .” 


“Get out!” He opened the door. “Or I’ll pull 
you out!” 

He meant business all right! Oh well, might 
as well get out for a rest anyway, let him have 
his fun, and then get on her way again. Driving 
all day tired her and the sudden dusk of the In- 
dian summer day made stopping a bit safer. His 
hand on her arm shot crazy little thrills through 
her! 

Tall, broad shouldered, ash blond and care 
free, he might help take her mind off her wor- 
ries. She was hungry, too, and she simply de- 
tested eating alone. 

He swept her into his arms. 

“Instead of spanking you,” he said, gazing 
steadily into her eyes, “I think I’ll kiss you!” 

“Are your kisses as bad as all that?” she ask- 
ed, and then wondered why she had let it slip. 

“You tell me!” His muscular arms tightened 
around her. His lips crushed down over hers— 
crushed, bruised and thrilled. He pressed the 
soft curves of her body firmly against his lithe, 
hard body. His lips pressed hers avidly and she 
felt the passionate fire of a young blond god! His 
hand slipped down and pressed against the small 
of her back. His other hand slowly encircled her. 

As his hand hugged her affectionately her heart 
beat wildly. She felt his heart hammering against 
his chest. His body quivered like a taut steel 
wire. His hand pressed her more firmly. A thou- 
sand other thrills charged through her body. 

Suddenly his lips left hers. His arms tight- 
ened convulsively as he looked down the high- 
way. Two headlights of a car had picked them 
out of the semi-darkness in bold relief. 

D OROTHY stared into the blinding light. The 
car skidded to a dusty stop, and a man called 
to a companion: “Yeah, it’s the girl all right! 
Come on! Let’s get her!” 

“They’ve found me!” she exclaimed, clinging 
to the young man’s arm. “Don’t let them take 
me back!” 

“Okay, sister, jump in my ear and start the 
motor!” 

A stockily built man was already on them. Pis- 
tol drawn, he walked up to the young man. . . . 
But he walked up too close! 

A foot flashed upward, the stocky man scream- 
ed, and the pistol went spinning through the air. 
A fist shot through the darkness and landed on a 
heavy jowl! The second man was a bit heavier 
than the first and was having trouble getting out 
from under the steering wheel in a hurry. 

“Okay, let’s scram!” exclaimed the blond chap, 
jumping into the rear seat of his sedan. “Drive 
like seven kinds of hell! Take the first road to 
the right!” 



A shot van" out from the rear of the sedan, and 
Dorothy glanced back and saw him shoot through 
the back window again. She also saw a sub-ma- 
chine gun and several largo boxes of cartridges on 
the back scat. 

She almost laughed aloud. The irony of it all 
was almost too much for her. Here she was, run- 
ning away from home and with the world broad- 
casting that she was kidnapped, and now she 
lands up driving a speeding get-away car for a 
gangster — and him shooting at pursuing cops! 
She glanced up in the mirror and saw they were 
no longer pursuing. The police car was turn- 
ing around; probably going back to call for help. 

“Scared them off!” exclaimed the man in the 
rear seat, and she was relieved. She was glad 
he hadn't shot them. 


“Turn off here/' he directed, when they came 
to a narrow road. “I’ve got a hide-out up in the 
w r oods a short distance.” 

Scarcely another word was spoken until they 
were safely locked inside the comfortable log 
cabin. The cupboards were well stocked with 
staple goods. Everything w 7 as clean and com- 
fortable. 

“So you’re running away from the cops, eh?” 
he queried, as soon as they relaxed on the com- 
fortable leather couch for a smoke. 

“Why did you risk doing all that for me?” she 
asked. 

“Oh, I dunno. . . . They made me mad inter- 
rupting our little get-acquainted party!” The 
mischievous sparkle came back into his eyes. 
“We’re safe hero in the shack. We could stay 
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here for months and never he found!” 

“What is your racket, Mister?” Dorothy final- 
ly ventured. 

Slipping his arm around her, a bit of the smile 
still remaining in his eyes as he gazed steadily, 
deeply into hers, he countered: 

“Maybe it doesn’t make any difference, baby!” 
Dorothy knew it didn’t! . . . Somehow nothing 
else on earth mattered! It was all like a delight- 
fully mad dream! Falling in love with a gang- 
ster wasn’t so bad, when the gangster w r as blond, 
bine-eyed, tall, and — well, yes — and sweet! 

“I said,” he repeated, “that I didn’t like be- 
ing interrupted awhile ago!” 

“Neither did I!” She felt a sudden warmth 
suffuse her entire body as his hand crept around 
her waist and slowly drew her closer to him. “I 
didn’t get to finish finding out about that kiss!” 
“We’ll have to start all over then!” 

“No ! Let’s start just where we left off!” 

The hand around her waist pressed firmer as 
his lips descended over hers. His other hand be- 
gan exploring soft curves. . . . 

Slowly, thrillingly, his lips descended to the 
hollow of her soft white throat, burning their way 
from there to a softly rounded shoulder. His 
magnetic fingers paid tender homage to her allur- 
ing curves. She felt a thousand fires burning in 
her veins. 

Again his lips swooped down to hers, and at 
the same time his arms pressed even more firmly. 
Another charge of electricity shot through her 
yielding body and touched off added fires that 
seared through her mind, heart, and body ! . . . She 
tightened her arms around him and pressed 
closer and closer. . . . until a glorious crimson 
flame from the same fire enveloped them both. 

TT WAS the tempting aroma of bacon and eggs 
A and coffee that woke her in the morning. She 
saw him in the other room setting plates, knives, 
forks and spoons for two. 

“Smells good!” she called to him. 

He came in and kissed her tenderly. “Break- 
fast will be served when you’ve finished your 
bath.” He pointed to the small bathroom where 
a porcelain tub stood full of glistening water. 
“Spring water!” he said. “How’s that for serv- 
ice?” He kissed her again, his hands caressing 
soft, tempting curves. “Better jump in before 
I change my mind!” 

Refreshed and glowing from her bath, she re- 
covered a pink negligee from her bag, threw it 
around her, and joined him in the other room. 

After breakfast they talked and smoked. He 
turned on the radio and a snappy swing tune 
started them off. But half way through their 
dance he stopped, lifted her in his arms, and car- 


ried her over to the couch, setting her down in his 
lap. 

His question was without prelude or warning: 
“Will you marry me?” 

For a moment she would not let herself speak. 
His eyes remained calmly on hers, but his lips 
were gradually nearing hers. When she found 
her voice again, the words tumbled out: 

“We’re both insane, precious! Bolh mad! 
Everything is so delightfully mad! Our meet- 
ing, our lovely hours together, ourselves and — 
our love ! It’s all a mad pattern, darling . . . But, 
yes — I’ll marry you, darling— if we’ll always be 
as magnificently mad!” 

When he released her lips he started to speak — 
and then stopped. Both of them seemed to hold 
their breath and listen. The radio had stopped 
and another announcement w T as being made: 
“We are sorry to announce that Miss Dorothy 
Bradley, the kidnapped heiress, has not yet been 
found. Last evening on our late broadcast we 
gave you the news of the kidnapper and Miss 
Bradley being accosted on the highway by the po- 
lice, and how the kidnapper made his miraculous 
escape, taking Miss Bradley with him. Although 
all roads and highways have been watched, 
neither Miss Bradley nor her blond kidnapper 
have been found. 

“Mr. Walter Bradley, father of Miss Dorothy 
Bradley, has made every effort to contact the 
kidnapper, but has not been successful. He has 
also posted a reward of ten thousand dollars for 
any information which will lead to the finding 
of his daughter and another twenty-five thousand 
dollars for her safe return ! Anyone seeing a girl 
resembling Miss Bradley is requested to commu- 
nicate with this station or Mr. Walter Bradley, 
or Mr. Edward Croslev, Miss Bradley’s fiance.” 
And then the announcer repeated at length and 
great detail the description he had given before. 

Dorothy felt her companion’s arm relax. His 
eyes focused on hers. 

“So that makes me a kidnapper, doesn’t it?” 
he remarked, with deadly calm, his eyes narrow- 
ing just the slightest. “Well, come on, sister, i 
what’s your racket?” 

In choked, slightly tremulous voice, she told 
him. 

“And you’ve done all this to keep from marry- 
ing this guy Edward what’s-his-name?” 

“Edward Crosley,” she supplied. 

“You mean old man Burt Crosley ’s son?” 
“Yes.” 

“Well, I don’t blame you for running away 
from him! I know him!” He lighted a cigarette 
and studied its fire. “Well, I guess I’ll have to 
keep you here a little while longer, because I’m 
not ready to scram yet.” 
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“But,” Dorothy ventured, her heart almost 
tearing from her body from painful suspense, 
“there’s a twenty-five thousand dollar reward 
you’d get for returning me!” 

“Yeah, I know, baby. And if you don’t go hack 
and marry this Edward Crosley guy you’ll be dis- 
inherited by your old man.” 

“But I don’t want to go back!” she cried, cling- 
ing to his shoulders. “Take me along with you.” 

“Y T ou mean .” 

“I mean I love you!” The words fell from her 
lips, whether she wanted them to or not. 

“And you’ll marry me? — today?” 

“Yes, darling, today or any other time you 
want me to.” 

His voice was so low and husky that the radio 
music almost drowned his words when he said: 
“That goes double!” 

An incalculable time later he released her lips, 
picked her up in his arms, and started for the 
other room. 

“I just remembered,” he chuckled, “that you 
didn’t tell me mo which yon preferred, a spanking 
or the kiss! There will be plenty of time later in 
the day to hunt up the justice of the peace of the 
next town and have your name changed to mine, 
but we’ve got to decide about that spanking 
first!” 

“I think I could enjoy either one of them lots 
more if I knew what my new name will be ! ” 

“Oh. I’m sorry !” he laughed, putting her down 
gently. “I forgot to tell you. Your new name 
will he Crosley . . . Mrs. Edward Crosley!” 


“What!” 

“Mrs. Edward Crosley! . . . Sorry I didn’t 
prove to be a muggsy gangster of some repute, 
but I’m just Edward Crosley, the man you are 
running away from to keep from marrying!” 

“But—.” 

“It’s all very simple, darling. I, too, thought 
you were kidnapped. Your father phoned me. I 
w x as out scouting around, hoping and praying I’d 
stumble on to someone who had seen anybody who 
looked like you. No success, until you passed me 
on the highway. The moment I saw you I knew 
who you were — ancl the possibility of your run- 
away idea popped into my mind at the same 
time.” 

“But the machine-gun in the back of your car? 
I thought yon were a gangster or something of 
the sort.” 

‘Won don’t think I’d go hunting kidnappers 
with a bean shooter, clo you?” 

“And so you knew all the time who I was?” 

“Certainly. And here we are — two prodigal 
children — alone in my cabin! Both of us being 
looked for. — And a price on both our heads!” 

“Edward, darling!” She drew her arms 
around him. 

“We’ll wire them about it all later — but now 
how about that spanking-or-the-kiss decision?” 

His lips were very close to hers, and Dorothy’s 
lips brushed against them as she said, very slow- 
. ly, very softly: 

“Let’s start all over and find out — about 
both!” 




There are all sorts of things 
that can happen to a man who 
impetuously picks up a pretty 
girl. But there were also a few 
impetuous qualities in the 
make-up of “The Conquering 
Celeste Another amusing 
tale of Abelard Trello, taxi 
driver poet , by Ariel Winters 



A BELAUD TRELLO indulged in both of liis 
occupations at the same time. He drove 
L his cab aimlessly about the streets of Paris 
and composed sad verses, in the moments when he 
was not furiously shouting “Cochon !” or 
“Vache!” at some other cab-driver. 

Abelard, 182 pounds on the hoof and flaming- 
haired, was an American poet — therefore, of 
course, Paris was the only place in the world for 
him. He had composed three books of verse and 
a publisher had been so unfortunate as to risk 
money on them. Each book had sold slightly 
over fifteen copies. 

Although a satisfactory reason for it has never 
been given, even poets must eat. Therefore, Abel- 
ard Trello— among his friends he was known even 
as “the great Abelard Trello — spent a great many 
of his hours in the unromantic occupation of taxi- 


driving. It took a lot of food to keep him at his 
peak. He was generally hungry. 

But today there was more than hunger inside 
Abelard. There was sadness. For of all the 
women in Paris, the loveliest was Zoe Delecroix. 
Her lips were like warm scented pomegranitcs, 
her black hair was an enticing web, her curves 
were languid flames. She was witty, she was 
beautiful, and she loved him. And Abelard had 
just told her to go to the devil. 

"When a man tires of the loveliest woman in 
Paris, what is there left for him? Abelard knew 
he could never find another girl so incomparably 
charming. But he was sick of Zoe with her 
scented cigarettes and perfumed liquors, her 
languorous and so-familiar charm. He thought 
gloomily of jumping into the Seine. Then he re- 
called that it would be very damp, so he eompro- 
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mised by beginning to compose another sad poem. 

“Voiture ! Cab!” someone called from the 
sidewalk, and instantly, as be hauled the rickety 
vehicle to a stop, Abelard forgot that he -was a 
poet and became a man of business again. 

“Take me to the Gare du Nord, please,” the 
voice said. Then, as Abelard swung open the 
door for the passenger, he forgot that he was a 
cab-driver as he gazed open mouthed at the moon 
goddess who stood before him. 

She had, he noted with a quick and expert eye, 
slender, flashing ankles, a luscious flare of curv- 
ing hips, cherry 
lips surmounted by 
a pert nose, eyes 
like blue asters, 
and wind-blown 
cornsilk hair. He 
had an impulse to 
touch her to see if 
she were real. In 
fact, he wanted to 
touch her all over 
to see if she were 
completely real. 

She was so dif- 
ferent from tall, 
seductive Zoe ! 

This moon god- 
dess was exactly 
the tonic he need- 
ed. In the moment 
of looking at her, 
he even managed 
to forget Zoe com- 
pletely. 

A belard bowed her 

into the the cab. Then 
his hand dived into his 
coat pocket. He brought 
out a notebook and wrote 
carefully and illegibly, 

“Eyelashes like sparrow 
feathers.” 

Again she said, “Will 
you take me, please, to 
the Gare du NordJ” 

Abelard started the car without paying the 
slightest attention to where he was going. He 
leaned around and said to her, “Your eyelashes 
are like sparrow feathers!” 

She looked at him with wide and startled inno- 
cence in her eyes. “I want to go ,” she bc- 

gan. 

“Oui! out!” he said. “We shall take a ride. 
We shall take a long ride through the Jardin de 


Tulieries. 
‘But- 


And your lips are like flower petals. 


“All afternoon I have been waiting for you, 
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Abelard said, without giving her a chance. “I 
knew you would come !” 

“But I’ve never seen you before!” 

“I am a poet — Abelard Trello, the great poet. 
A poet is never defeated. The veins in the hol- 
low of your arm are like a cluster of pale grapes.” 

With that, Abelard clipped a fender from an 
inoffensive Citroen automobile, so he put a little 
attention on the street ahead. Swiftly he made 
his way through traffic into the stillness of the 
park. There he gave her his full attention. She 
began to wilt under it. 

Her hands rested in her lap. He placed one of 
his own hands over them, brushing against the 
flesh beneath the slight covering of silk. “Your 
face is a slender moon!” he announced. 

“But ,” she suddenly recalled, “I wanted 

to catch a train at the Gare du Nord .” 

Abelard caught her hands in his and pressed 
them to his lips. “There will be plenty of time 
for trains,” he said. “First — this!” With that 
he nimbly scampered over the intervening parti- 
tion and planted a firm kiss upon those cherry 
lips. Blie responded ardently. She was in his 
arms, her whole small body pressed tightly 
against him so that he thrilled at the contact of 
the firm warm flesh. 

The position — and the kiss — might have con- 
tinued indefinitely, but a small urchin standing 
nearby became so interested in the sight that he 
called aloud to three other small urchins to come 
over and view the scene. 

Lingeringly, the girl ended the kiss. Abelard 
sighed and said, “By the way, my moon goddess, 
what is your name?” 

Touching a hand to her disarrayed cornsilk 
hair to brush it back, she replied, “Celeste. But 
I wanted to catch a train — it’s too late now! What 
shall I do?” 

“That is easy,” Abelard said. “Celeste, you 
shall come home with me. My apartment is very 
comfortable !” 

“Yes?” she looked at him with not quite the 
same expression of innocence in her cornflower- 
blue eyes. Abelard didn’t pause to reflect what 
that might mean. 

“Suppose,” she said cajolingly, touching his 
chin with her delicate warm fingers, “suppose we 
have a bite to eat first?” 

T HEl r were sitting in the Cheval Vert cafe. 

Why they had come there, Abelard had no 
idea. Celeste had assured him that the place was 
ires chic and most reasonable, but from the glit- 
ter in the headwaitor’s eye Abelard took no com- 
fort. He suspected that the jflace was likely to 
be more chic than reasonable, with its gleaming 
silver, heavy linen and soft aristocratic orchestra. 


Despite a supercilious glare from the waiter, 
Abelard ordered a sandwich. When Celeste re- 
quested a partridge and sherry of a rare vintage, 
Abelard felt definitely uneasy. 

“Ma cheri,” he remonstrated, “but sherry 
doesn’t go with partridge!” 

She smiled entrancingly. “A. whim of mine. 
You don’t really mind, do you?” 

“Oh, no,” he said weakly. “Not at all.” 

He felt in his pocket. He could probably cover 
the check, but it meant driving the taxi day and 
night for the next week. Still, what was that, 
in comparison with the delight of pleasing his 
moon goddess? A trifle. Absorbed with the 
miracle of it, though, he wondered how such a 
tiny creature, so fragile looking, could devour so 
much and calmly go on to more. When she had 
eaten straight through the menu and drunk 
through half the wine list, they rose to go. Abel- 
ard nearly fainted at the check. 

But it was not yet the end. Just his luck that 
they had to pass a modiste’s establishment as he 
drove toward his apartment. Celeste kissed him 
brightly when he bought her the hat, and he sup- 
posed it was worth it, though it meant he would 
have to borrow from someone in the morning. He 
had suggested that his means were modest. The 
world did not care about poets, commercially. 
But it was the most darling hat, and when she 
spotted it in the window from the cab, she simply 
had to stop and look at it and ask the price. And 
when she looked at Abelard so wistfully, with her 
lower lip trembling just a little as though her 
heart would break any moment, what was a man 
to do ? He bought her the hat. He had to. Her 
delight was reward enough — though, to be sure, 
he expected a little more substantial reward 
when they reached his apartment. He had hints, 
promises of it now, in a significant squeeze, a 
promise in her eyes, a glimpse of wondrous white 
flesh below her throat at the low neck of her 
frock. 

But when they reached his apartment the moon 
goddess decided to turn temperamental. Over the 
fireplace stood a framed photograph of Zoe. Zoe, 
in fact, at her loveliest. Celeste’s eyes flashed 
when she saw it. 

“So!” she said. “You have a wife!” 

“She is not my wife,” Abelard said gently. 
“Your sweetheart!” 

“She is not my sweetheart!” Abelard said, not 
so gently. He reached for Celeste’s hand and 
drew her to him. Kissing her seemed infinitely 
more pleasant than arguing with her. 

“Don’t touch me!” Celeste cried. “I suppose 
you will tell me this woman is your maiden aunt!” 
“She is not my maiden aunt!” Abelard cried. 
“Then who is she?” 
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“My moon,” he said, stroking her hair with 
one hand and drawing her closer with the other, 
“she was the loveliest woman in Paris — until I 
saw you today. Now — I have forgotten her com- 
pletely. I was getting tired of her, anyhow,” he 
added candidly. 

“You are sure?” She was melting a little. 

“Positive !” 

He brought out a bottle of cognac and they each 
had a drink. That helped the melting process. 

S HE relaxed in his arms. It was very sweet. 

He began to compose an ode describing in his 
best poetical manner her eyes, her hands, her 
lips, and other of her visible and invisible but 
wholly delectable charms 



It was interrupted by the telephone bell just 
when Abelard was about to put an end to descrip- 
tion and go into demonstration. 

He let it ring for three minutes, hoping the per- 
son at the other end would lose interest and hang 
up. No such luck. Persistently, the instrument 
clanged until he disgustedly got up and answer- 
ed it. 


Zoe’s voice came to him. 

“Shall I see you tonight, mon cher ami?” she 
asked. 

“Positively not!” Abelard replied, slamming 
down the phone. 

He went back to Celeste. But the momentary 
interruption had spoiled the mood for Celeste, it 
appeared. She pushed him away. 

“What is the matter, my moon?” Abelard said. 

“I have an intuition you were talking to that 
woman!” Celeste said. 

Abelard began to be irritated but he tried to 
remain calm. Her intuition was much too good. 
He turned to the mantlepiece and placed Zoe’s 
picture face down. 


42 


PARIS NIGHTS 


‘‘That,” said Celeste, “is much better. You 
can tell me some more poetry now.” 

Abelard didn’t feel in the least like reciting any 
more poetry. All he wanted to do was take her 
in his arms and crush her indefinitely. However, 
a poet never yet has been known to reject an audi- 
ence for his work. Besides, it would build the 
proper mood all over again. When he got in some 
of the more ardent lines, she would be unable to 
resist him. 

Abelard settled down and recited poetry. After 
an hour of it, working up gradually to a fervent 
pitch, he thought the time was right. After an 
elaborate verse about the daintiness of her mouth, 
he moved to end it with a kiss. He couldn’t. 
She was yawning. 

It was a high, wide, and handsome yawn. He 
could see her tonsils. 

“What’s the matter, my moon, are you 
sleepy!” he asked in astonishment. 

“It’s your poetry,” Celeste said briefly. 

“You’re joking. You shouldn’t joke about 
poetry.” 

“You call that stuff poetry!” she demanded 
sourly. “It’s terrible! It’s given me a head- 
ache ! ’ ’ 

That was more than Abelard could stand. May- 
be people didn’t buy his books, but everybody 
thought they were wonderful, or at least they told 
him so. He reached for the bottle of cognac, to 
help him get over the shock. 

“I’ll take one, too,” Celeste said. 

Politely he handed her the bottle and a small 
glass. Disdainfully she put the glass down and 
raised the bottle to her lips. 

Abelard gasped when gurgle by gurgle, the 
cognac disappeared. It had cost him sixty francs, 
but at the moment he didn’t think of that. He 
didn’t see how a human being could stand it. He 
was prepared to see her fall over in a faint. 

She put the empty bottle down and wiped her 
lips. “Bien!” she said. “Got any more!” 

Abelard, alas, had no more — and he wouldn’t 
be able to afford any more for a long time. He 
wiped his forehead. The girl ought to be prac- 
tically unconscious by now. He reached for her. 
She eluded him. 

“Come! Come!” he said. “Surely I deserve a 
kiss!” 

“But naturally,” she said playfully. “Come 
and get it!” 

Again Abelard reached out for her, but she 
wasn’t there. She had darted around the table 
and jumped up on the divan, where she bounced 
teasingly. Abelard took a dive over the table and 
grabbed at her. She giggled. Ho jumped up on 
the divan, but in the same bounce she jumped off 
and onto the table. When Abelard landed on the 


divan, the springs creaked and gave up. He 
slumped in the middle of it, as one end gaped 
open and the stuffing spewed out. Abelard sat 
down abruptly and it took him a minute to find 
his feet. 

She was doing a tap-dance on the mahogany- 
topped table, calling him a sissy while her sharp 
high heels scratched whirligig designs into the 
polished surface. 

Abelard thought it was about time to stop this 
nonsense. He lunged at her. She screamed gaily 
and dived off the table as Abelard caught at her. 
The table went over, on top of Abelard. He had 
her, though, by the hem of her dress. Grimly he 
held on. She tried to tug away. Abelard pulled, 
drawing her closer. He would have had her, but 
lie was still entangled with the table. One of the 
table legs, in fact, was down his coat collar. With 
a shriek of silk, something gave. It was Celeste’s 
dress — a long strip of it was in his hand, but she 
was free. 

Abelard began to lumber up. She ran around 
him and adjusted the table on his back so that it 
slammed against his head and knocked him over 
again. 

Playful ! 

When Abelard finally crawled out from under 
the table, he had a lump the size of a billiard ball 
on his head and his coat was slit neatly down the 
back by the table leg. 

Celeste stood by the clothes closet. She was 
wearing his overcoat. 

“What,” demanded Abelard, “is the idea of 
that!” 

“You tore my dress,” she pouted. “I had to 
find something to put over it.” 

“Very well,” he said wearily. “But you have 
succeeded nicely in wrecking my entire apart- 
ment. Now stop this running around, and give me 
that kiss. ’ ’ 

“Never!” she shouted. “Cochon! I thought 
you were a gentleman when I came here. I am 
going, and if you attempt to follow me I shall 
come back with a dozen gendarmes to tear you 
into little pieces.” 

Abelard jumped up and down. 

“Bring your gendarmes!” he shouted. “I’ll 
heat them all to a pulp, then have them arrest you 
for running off with my overcoat!” 

“I’ll bring two dozen!” the girl shrieked. “My 
uncle is the prefect of police!” 

“Oh,” Abelard said slowly. 

He sank down on the divan, what there w T as left 
of it, and wmtehed his only overcoat vanish out 
the door, with his moon goddess inside its folds. 

He was sorry to sec the overcoat go, but it was 
a definite relief to be rid of Celeste. Mumbling, 
he counted over slowly what the afternoon had 
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cost him. First the restaurant, where she had 
eaten everything in sight and then demanded 
more. Then the hat. Then his cognac, his fur- 
niture, his ripped clothes and his vanished over- 
coat. The damage to his nerves had at least 
equaled all the rest. And, crowning touch, she 
had not liked his poetry. Why, what had he ever 
seen in the woman? She was absolutely unbear- 
able! Zoe had never been like that. Zoe was 
still the most beautiful creature in Paris. She fed 
him on choice foods when he went to visit her, she 
was tenderness itself in her loving solicitude for 
him. Perhaps he had been a bit hasty in break- 
ing off with her. After all, where could he ever 
find another such woman? Probably there were 
not any more like her in all France. He had just 
had a sample of what other women were like. 

He strode over to the telephone. Automatically, 
without any thought at all, his voice gave Zoe’s 
number. When he heard her voice on the line, 
such a surge of relief swept through him that he 
could hardly talk. Then the words tumbled out 
of him, one after another so fast that Zoe did not 


have time to get in a single word as he informed 
her that he was even then on his way to visit her, 
and that she could expect him in about twenty 
seconds flat. 

“Very well,” Zoe said coolly. “I shall expect 
you. But from now on, you shall behave your- 
self!” 

A S ZOE, in her apartment, set down the tele- 
phone she turned to the woman who stood 
beside her. Her guest was Celeste. 

“You’d better get out now,” Zoe said. “He is 
on his way over. The treatment was was com- 
pletely successful. I don’t think he’ll ever stray 
again!” She handed a flat bundle of francs to 
the other. 

Celeste rolled up the banknotes and stuffed 
them where they would be more or less safe from 
prying hands. 

“I’m quite sure he’ll never stray again — with 
me, Madame!” she said. “But if any of Madame ’s 
friends require my expert services — you have my 
phone number and rates?” 
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J IMMY BALLARD came out of the bath dry- 
ing' his wet face with a big towel. For a mo- 
ment his eyes rested on his friend, Tom 
Hackman, slumped in the big overstuffed chair. 
Tom’s eyes were closed, his blond head resting 
against the back of the chair. To all appearances, 
he was sound asleep. 

“Fine lot of help you’re going to be, Hack,” 
observed Jimmy, a trace of scorn in his voice. 
“Here I came all the way to Paris to pick up a 
chorus of French cuties for Banner Films’ Mont- 
martre Nights and you can’t even stay awake 
while I get dressed. Yeah, you’re gonna be a lot 
of help.” 

Tom Hackman roused and sat up. His tired, 
blue eyes opened. “What t’ hell! You don’t need 
me to help you pick out a few dames. I’m fed up 
with the gooey French dames. Seen too many of 
’em, you know. You go out and pick ’em. It’s 
your job anyhow. I’ve got it fixed with Maxie 
Dumont. He’ll have a gang you can’t go wrong 
with — pardon me — I mean you can’t help going 
wrong . ’ ’ 

“I’ll take care of that,” cut in Jimmy. “I’m 
over eighteen. But you’re some night-lifer, Tom,” 
he scoffed, adjusting his tie. “You’ll get run 
over by a. funeral your first day in New York. 
Boy, you’ll be just like a torch in the old home 
town.” 

“Yeah, I know all that,” Tom sighed wearily. 
“I’ve been here two years, Jimmy — you got to 
take that into consideration. The first year I 
painted the town. The last year I been painting 
pictures.” 

Jimmy Ballard wa Iked to the door. He turned 
to his friend. Tom Hackman closed his eyes 
again, his head fell back on the soft chair. “I’ll 
stay right here, Jimmy. If you don’t get back 
tonight, I’ll be here in the morning. First chance 
I ever had to sleep in the Hotel Rochelle. Too 
rich for my blood.” 


“Mine too,” Jimmy called back. “But good 
old Banner can stand the gaff.” 

“Hope you’re right,” drawled Tom, as he took 
a healthy drink of cognac from the bottle on the 
table beside his chair. He dropped back again, 
closed his eyes and gave a perfect imitation of a 
saw mill on a busy day. 

/ T'OM awakened with a slight start. He sensed 
someone in the room. A faint odor of some 
exotic perfume came to his nostrils. Slowly he 
opened his eyes. A voluptuous female form, slim 
and perfectly moulded, clad in a diaphanous white 
dress, stood between him and the shaded lamp 
across the room. Tom drank in silently the won- 
ders of nature when creating young girls. 

“Alio,” came a low contralto voice. “Monsieur 
Ballard? Eet ees you I must see — yes?” 

Tom snapped on the big light. He caught his 
breath at the vision in white before him. The mis- 
chievous black eyes sparkled down at him from 
an olive skinned face, framed in raven curls, 
peeking from under a pert little hat. “Some 
chorine looking for a job,” Tom told himself. 
“Why not have some fun giving her one?” 

“What can I do for you Mirni — Sim — or what- 
ever your name is?” asked Tom, motioning her 
to a chair. 

“I am Cecile DuClair, Monsieur,” came the 
tantalizing soft contralto again. “I seeng — I 
dance. I so like to go to your beeg United States 
tor you.” 

Tom forced a yawn. “1 don’t believe you can 
dance a step. Let’s have a sample. If you’re 
good, I might do something for you. Tom’s heart 
jumped at the thought of those perfect thighs and 
hips weaving to the strains of some barbaric 
melody. 

Cecile shrugged her pretty shoulders. “I can 
show you nossing here. There ees no music — no 
wax floor. Come to my pension — I show you 
there.” 
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“It’s a bargain,” said Tom getting np eagerly. 
He poured out two small glasses of cognac. 4 4 To 
our better acquaintance, ’ ’ he said as they clicked 
glasses. 

'' I 'HEY found a taxi in front of the hotel. Cecile 
gave the driver her address and settled down 
beside Tom, her warm soft yet firm body pressing 
disconcertingly against his, doing things to his 
blood pressure. 

“Far to your place?” he asked as casually as 
possible, striving to hide his eagerness. 

“Oui, eet ees far — a long way,” Cecile whis- 
pered into his ear, her soft hair tickling his face, 
the warm odor of vital young body crinkling his 
agitated nerves. “Do you mind, mon ami?” 
Tom’s arm encircled her delectable body, his 
hand finding soft curves that made his breath 
come in gasps. “What do you think? I could 
ride around like this with you all night. Kid, 
you’re the only apple in the barrel.” 

Cecile snuggled closer, she gazed into Tom’s 
avid eyes, her moist red lips pursed a few inches 


from his. Madly Tom drew her to him, his lips 
found hers, glued there in a long, pulse-quicken- 
ing kiss. 

“Let’s speed up this hack, sweet,” he breathed 
into Cecile ’s ear. “I want to get to your place 
as soon as we can.” 

“You so funny. Why you want hurry now?” 
Cecile whispered, kissing him long and ardently. 
“We have the whole of the night. Why you so 
want to hurry?” Her voice was curious, tanta- 
lizing. 

A burning wave of desire surged through Tom’s 
feverish body. “A fellow can change his mind, 
can’t he?” he asked anxiously. 

“01? a certainty, mon cher,” breathed Cecile, 
her warm lips touching Tom’s cheek. She said 
a few words in French to the driver. It was bad 
French but Tom understood. 

The taxi screeched to a stop in front of an an- 
cient building, large, dark and forbidding but 
now apparently cut up into small apartments. 
Tom hurriedly paid the driver. Trembling with 
ardor they entered the smelly hall, Tom’s arm 
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holding Cecile closely. They padded down the 
dimly lighted hall to a door which Cecile un- 
locked. She entered and lighted a shaded lamp. 
Tom followed at once. 

The room was large and bare of furniture save' 
a big, soft divan at one end, near which sat a 
small table bearing a phonograph and a number 
of records on a shelf fastened to the legs.' In the 
center of the room stood a tripod holding a large 
bronze Buddha, its open mouth badly discolored 
from the smoke of interior incense fires. 

Tom’s eager arms encircled Cecile as he pulled 
her to his side on the divan. She turned her face 
from his kiss. 

“Non — not now, mon cher. I must seeng and 
dance for you. You must know I good for your 
beeg show.” 

Cecile struggled from Tom’s anxious grasp. 
His eyes followed her swaying hips as she crossed 
the room and disappeared through a door. Tom 
lighted a cigarette with trembling fingers as he 
waited impatiently. 

She returned almost immediately placing a big 
square of incense in the Buddha. She then applied 
a match. A thin thread of pungent, sweetly fra- 
grant smoke drifted lazily from its mouth toward 
the ceiling. The odor carried Tom on a wave of 
delightful languor — he forgot time— the strains 
of far away barbaric music aroused him. 

The phonograph was playing a desert melody — 
first only faintly audible in the distance, now 
coming nearer with increasing power. 

A faint clink as if gold coins tinkled attracted 
Tom. Cecile, her ivory body powdered a deep 
brown, came through the door into the dimly 
lighted room. Her beautiful arms formed a loop 
above her head as she revolved slowly on her 
little red toes, her voluptuous hips swaying to the 
strains of the wierd music. Tom’s fascinated 
gaze rested on softly rounded curves, bare save 
for a tiny belt from which hung suspended a few 
strings of imitation gold coins and two small 
burnished cups that were rather inadequate for 
the service expected of them. Cecile ’s bare arms 
and shoulders were models of symmetrical fem- 
inine beauty. 

Her soft contralto awakened Tom from his 
reverie. “I geeve you the Arab dance. You weel 
like heem — yes!” 

“I’ll like anything you do, sweet,” Tom croak- 
ed, his voice hoarse with excitement. “Let’s 
have it.” 

Cecile swayed slowly to the suppressed wierd 
rhythm of the Bedouins. Her swaying charms 
fascinated Tom. He sat in silence, his eyes catch- 
ing her every move. The tempo of the music in- 
creased almost imperceptibly — then became loud- 
er. Cecile followed its every throb, her glorious 


body weaving in harmony with the barbaric 
strains until in the thunderous finale she whirled 
at great speed, the bangles about her waist form- 
ing a small skirt in the air, her arms held before 
her, her pursed lips pleading to Tom. 

Tom reached the limit of his endurance. Some- 
thing inside of him snapped. He rushed across 
the floor — caught Cecile in his strong arms. His 
burning lips found hers. 
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“I must Have you, sweet,” he whispered, his 
voice strangely hoarse. “You’re the most beau- 
tiful thing I ever saw.” 

Cecile, exhausted from her violent dance, col- 
lapsed silently in his arms. Her soft, warm arms 
locked about Tom’s neck, her lips found his as she 
tensed momentarily and went limp in his arms. 

' I 'HE delicious odor of frying ham awakened 
Tom. He rubbed his eyes. Cecile was busy 
in the next room preparing breakfast. He could 
see her through the open door. 

Softly he slipped into the other room, enfolded 
Cecile in his arms, pressing a burning kiss 
against her cheek. 

“A regular American breakfast, sweet!” Tom 
exclaimed, noting the eggs simmering in the pan. 
“You couldn’t be an American, though even 
though your French does have a Flatbush accent 
once in a while.” 

Cecile colored deliciously. “You make joke 
with little Cecile, my beeg hero,” she cooed, turn- 
ing over the ham. 

Tom took his place at the table. “Gosh,” he 
exploded, looking at the clock. “It’s nearly 
noon.” Then his eyes settled on Cecile. “We got 
to get over and see Jimmy Ballard about your 
job. I’ll .” 

Cecile whirled, her face white, her eyes slitted 
while her little knuckles showed white as she 
gripped the skillet. 

“Listen mug,” she spat at Tom. “Ain’t you 


Jimmy Ballard. For a little or nothing I’d crown 
you with this hot pan.” 

Tom laughed uproariously. “So you’re Flat- 
bush after ail! That’s good. Did I tell you I 
was Jimmy Ballard?” 

Cecile was silenced. It was true. She had not 
asked him who he was. The joke was on her. 

“I’m not Flatbush, anyhow,” she managed to 
say. “Waukeegan’s the town — if you’ve got to 
know. What set’s me afire is being taken to the 
laundry by a big Hoosier like you.” 

“You’re a good guesser,” laughed Tom, reach- 
ing for an egg. “Hoosier is right, sugar. I’m 
from Terre Haute.” 

“Don’t sugar me, big boy. You and I are 
quits — now — .” 

Cecile dodged, but Tom caught her — crushed 
her to him. “See here, sweet, you don’t need to 
get up-stage. I’m going back to the good old U. 
S. A. next week with Jimmy Ballard and his gals. 
I’ll get you a job with Jimmy or I’ll give you one 
— if you want it. ’ ’ 

Tom’s lips found Cecile ’s. At first she resist- 
ed — then clung to him. 

“What kind of a job?” she asked, after their 
lips parted. 

Tom smiled. “The one with Jimmy will be 
singing and dancing. The one I have will be 
cooking ham and eggs, washing dishes and — ah — 
so forth.” 

Cecile ’s eyes danced. Again their lips met. 

“I’ll take the one you have, dear. It sounds 
so good — especially the — ah — and so forth.” 




PRIZE STORY 
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A S A NIFTY Parisian mama, the girl across 
the air shaft had everything Paris has to 
■ offer in the way of feminine pulchritude. 
And since she was posed before the window clad 
only in frilly chiffon undies, taking exercises, 
Russell Hastings felt that any headache he might 
get would be well deserved. 

Russell wasn’t exactly a peeping Tom. Instead 
he was just a lonely American in Paris who was 
anxious to find some of the things he had read 
and heard about. The girl across the air shaft 
seemed the complete answer. 

Every gentle curve of her perfectly contoured 
body swayed enticingly as her arms went through 
a series of motions with a pair of dumbbells. And 
not only were there a lot of nice swaying curves, 
but she had a kissable baby face framed in allur- 
ing bronze curls. 

Russell had been an interested spectator to her 
exercises for over ten minutes before the girl dis- 
covered him. At first she reached hastily for 
the window shade and started to yank it down. 
But the frown that formed on her face died at 
birth. Russell was not exactly the sort of male 
a maiden frowns at. lie had a good natured, en- 
gaging smile that attracted them. 

The girl hesitated for a moment, then allowed 
a responsive smile to touch her lips. 
Instantly Russell was making mo- 
lions that indicated he preferred be- 
ing in her apartment to his own. The 
girl smiled tantalizingly as she seem- 
ed to ponder the suggestion, then she 
slowly nodded. 

The. nod was hardly completed be- 
fore Russell was on his way out of the 
apartment, seeking the corridor that 
led to the suites on the opposite side 
of the building. 

This was once, he told himself, when 
he was putting one over on Bart Price, 
who had come to Paris with him. Bart 
had assured him that he should re- 
main away from Parisian mamas and 
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attend strictly to the commercial — not monkey — - 
business that had brought them to the gay city. 
Parisian femmes, lie had declared, were dynamite 
that only got a man into trouble. 

But, then, Russell knew that Bart was preju- 
diced. He had never been able to pick up girls 
as easily as Russell, and was always afraid Rus- 
sell was going to. put one over on him. 

Russell felt sure that he was going to have 
plenty to tell Bart when the latter arrived home 
that evening. He was particularly convinced of 
it when he learned from a bellhop that the girl 
across the air. shaft was Vivienne Flaubert, a 
former member of the Folies de Bergere. Rus- 
sell had always been quite partial to chorines. 

He had hardly pushed the buzzer of the Flau- 
bert suite before the door opened, and Vivienne, 
a dazzling vision of sheer loveliness in a black 
lace negligee, greeted him with a smile. 

13 TTSSELL wasn’t quite 
sure just what one 
said when first meeting a 
girl like Vivienne. But 
Vivienne took care of that 
detail very nicely. She 
stepped gracefully aside 
for him to enter, as 
though he were an old 
friend, and then led the 
way to a living room. Russell noted with interest 
that an ornate tub filled with ice and champagne 
bottles was parked at the side of a sofa. 

“Do I say I thought you were an old friend 
from Topeka, or do I confess that 1 think you 
are lovely and wanted to meet you?” asked Rus- 
sell easily, as he seated himself on the sofa con- 
veniently near the bucket of champagne. 

“It is always nice to make new friendships, 
Monsieur,” replied Vivienne with a smile, as she 
seated herself beside him. “And friendships can 
always best be made over a glass of champagne, 
oui?” 

“Oui!” agreed Russell quickly. 

The popping of a cork led to brimming glasses, 
and brimming glasses led to more intimate con- 
versation and then to caresses. 

Russell, after two weeks of loneliness and com- 
plete boredom in Paris, was starved for the par- 
ticular type of friendship the girl had to offer. 
Vivienne acted a bit starved herself. 

Russell had hoped for many pleasant things 
while dashing around to the Flaubert suite, but 
had not anticipated anything half so pleasant as 
when Vivienne nestled her warm, soft curves in 
his arms and returned his kisses with equal fer- 
vor. 

Why a girl so exquisitely attractive as Vivienne 


should have to get her love from flirtations was 
something Russell could not figure out. But he 
didn’t bother to waste any time doing so. The 
present was much too nice to waste any time on 
speculations, and whatever m’ght be her reason 
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Was something he should be grateful for, rather 
than worry about it. 

' | \HREE champagne bottles had been emptied, 
the afternoon was pretty far spent, and Rus- 
sell and Vivienne were feeling very happy and 
contented when it suddenly dawned upon Rus- 
sell that he had a business appointment that 
could not be broken. He would have to get Bart 
and have him keep the appointment. 

“But Monsieur will be back quickly!” asked 
Vivienne anxiously, after Russell had explained 
the situation. 

“Honey, there’s nothing in this world that 
could keep me away!” declared Russell emphat- 
ically, as he gathered her hungrily in his arms 
and crushed his lips down against hers. 

“But suppose your friend is not at home or 
will not keep the appointment for von?” asked 
Vivienne. “Bien! I have a plan! Hero is my 
key, cheri. I shall need a nap. You can come in 
quietly after you have seen your friend or kept 
the appointment — and awaken me with kisses, 
oni?” 

“Mais oni!” agreed Russell promptly as liis 
fingers closed eagerly over the key. 

This was far more than he had expected. An 
afternoon with Vivienne, then t ho key to her 
apartment so ho could return whenever he wished. 
Who else had ever accomplished so much in such 
a short length of time! 

Again the thought flashed through his mind that 
it was rather strange Vivienne should succumb so 
readily when she was so attractive and could have 
had her pick of any man strolling the boulevards. 
But Russell hastily shut it from his mind. Vivi- 
enne had fallen for him, and the way and where 
for were not going to annoy him. 

Pressing her tightly against him, he kissed her 
again, then reluctantly left. With the key clutch- 
ed in bis hand to make sure ho would not lose it, 
he dashed down the corridor to his own suite. 

Bart was not there when he arrived, and he had 
to pace the floor with nervous impatience before 
Bart finally arrived. 

“You don’t have to tell me, the bellhop gave 
me the low-down on it all,” declared Bart, before 
Russell could speak. “Have you packed your 
luggage yet so you can lose no time getting out 


of here, or are you afraid to leave?” 

“Afraid?” demanded Russell. “Afraid of 
what?” 

“Don’t you know?” asked Bart incredulously. 
“Didn’t this dame you spent the afternoon with 
tell you that she is the wife of Fritz Flaubert, the 
heavyweight boxing champion of France? Maybe 
you didn’t know, but the bellhop is certainly tell- 
ing all he knows — and wondering when the call 
will go through to the coroner! Poor old Rus- 
sell! Weren’t you suspicious when a nifty dame 
like this Flaubert wren gives you the eye and lets 
you know she wants to be loved? No wonder — no 
other guy has the courage to go near her!” 

Instantly Russell had visions of returning to 
America packed in a pine box. The vision was 
not so pleasant, and Vivienne Flaubert promptly 
lost much of her allure. They key to her apart- 
ment — and to that of the boxing champion of 
France! — suddenly started to burn his hand. 

“What’ll I do, Bart?” he demanded. “I didn’t 
even know she had a husband, but I guess I 
couldn’t make this Fritz bird believe that.” 

“Slide out the back way and hunt up another 
hotel on the other side of town,” advised Bart. 
“I’ll take care of your luggage. Better scram 
quickly.” 

“But I’ve got a key to her apartment,” Rus- 
sell announced, bringing it forth. 

“Give it to me, I’ll have it returned,” said 
Bart. “Now scram.” 

But Russell had hardly waited for his friend 
to take the key before he was slinking down the 
corridor toward the rear exit of the hotel. Of all 
the dames in Paris, he would have to pick the wife 
of the boxing champion! Russell swore softly 7 
under his breath at the trick fate had played on 
him. 

"O ART, however, was smiling with happy antici- 
pation at the trick which had really been 
played. He hadn’t lied to Russell about Vivi- 
enne’s matrimonial connections, but he had quite 
failed to say that Fritz was in training in the 
Swiss Alps. 

With the key to the Flaubert suite in his hand, 
he strolled contentedly down the corridor to 
Vivienne’s door. He could give a swell reason 
for his substitution of Russell’s place. 
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When it comes to dice 
and a pretty girl, it is 
sometimes a pleasure 
to lose the game of 
chance, especially so, 
when the girl is play- 
ing a double game of 
her own for surprising 
stakes. A pulse-quick- 
ening story of the cafes 
by A ndre Beaupre 
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A RMAND FERVEL entered Julie’s dressing 
room without knocking, to find her slump- 
'■ od listlessly in a chair. His swarthy eyes 
glistened with appreciation for the enticing pic- 
ture she presented, sprawled lazily on her couch, 
wearing only a filmy robe over her very brief 
dancing costume. 

“So you rest?’’ he murmured. “C’est bien, 
but soon you must dance.” 

Julie shrugged her shoulders. 

“To an empty house?” she asked. “The last 
time I looked there were only three tables occu- 
pied.” 

“Mats old,” Armand replied, “and now there 
is but one. Yet I still say you must dance.” 
The little cafe in a Montmartre side street had 
seen the best days of the tourist season come and 
go. Both Armand, who owned the place, and 
Julio Garrone, who was the featured dancer, had 
recently been lamenting the lack of trade. It sur- 
prised the latter that Armand should be so in- 
sistent upon the entertainment for this lone guest. 

“ Attendes,” Armand continued. “I shall ex- 
plain so that even you, in a petite, may understand. 
The gentleman out there is an American. His 
pockets are bulging with franc notes and he is 
without a doubt our chance for zee one grand 
coup. ’ ’ 

Julie was scornful. “I dance and then he flings 
me the fifty thousand franc note. 7,ut, Armand! 
You have been dreaming.” 

She raised her sleek body to a sitting posture, 
heedlessly permitting the robe to fall from creamy 
white shoulders and reveal the few bits of silk for 
a dance costume it had covered. 

Armand, who had been in Julie’s dressing room 
before, was still thinking of the money'. 

“It is not so simple as dancing,” he explained. 
“Ze American will like that, nidis oui, only he 
must have something more. He will see how de- 
sirable you are, he will want you, Julie; he will 

ask me about you. And then .” 

“And then you give him the check?” 

“Ho not joke; it is zee serious matter. It is then 
that I shall propose the coupe. I will offer to 
gamble with him. Twenty thousand francs on 
the turn of the dice. If he loses, we shall divide 
it between us.” 

“If he wins?” Julie interrupted. 

“Ma petite forgets my dice,” Armand smiled. 
“I have yet to lose. Voila, is it not simple?” 
Julio stood up and flung aside her robe to slow- 
ly' turn before her mirror in a self appraisal of 
her charms. Attired in the brief dance costume 
that attracted rather than concealed her white 
limbed loveliness was a potent enough lure for 
any sort of a gamble. Armand’s arms closed 


around her pliant waist and drew her close. 

“ With ten thousand f rases each,, we might have 
mere time for love, li’est-ce pas?” lie whispered. 

Julie had a vivid memory of his passionate and 
fiery kisses of the night before, of the many ecsta- 
tic hours that had been theirs since she had be- 
come his sweetheart as well as the featured dancer 
in his cafe. 

“Bien, mun chcre she finally agreed. . “I 
shall dance for l;im, but suppose that lie does not 
find me desirable enough to wager such a sum as 
you mention?” 

“Then he is a foci,” Armand chuckled. “Any 
man in Paris would pay that for but one of y 7 our 
kisses. Et anssi, ina charmante,” he added dis- 
creetly 7 , “I shall hardly let him know that your 
kisses have always been for me alone.” 

TT WAS true. Julie, reared in the slums of 

Paris, had yet to know a lover other than 
Armand. He bad taken her when she was scarce- 
ly more than a child and though he himself had 
bad other women, it was to Julie that he bad al- 
ways returned. Yet through it all, Julie had 
hardly changed, and was still much like the child 
Armand had taken. 

Something that childish innocence lingered 
y r et in her ap earance; and the more fully she 
displayed herself, the more evident it was. No 
wonder then, that Steve Lathrop’s eyes bright- 
ened above the rim of bis glass as the lights dark- 
ened and Julie appeared on the minute stage of 
the dingy cafe. The undulating ivory sheen of 
her supple body, swaying like a vibrant reed to 
the jungle like lilt of the music, was a vision 
made doubly piquant by 7 contrast. Julie’s superb 
figure was a flawless diamond in a shabby setting, 
but seeing her, one forgot the setting. 

As she danced, Julie’s gaze met Steve’s; in her 
eyes was an invitation that hinted of much— -and 
left the rest to his vivid imagination. He could 
not understand, of course, the faint smile that 
curved her tenuous lips as she saw Armand very 
quietly taking a place next to him. The tempo 
of the music increased and Julie whirled faster 
and faster the fasteners on her costume began 
parting, revealing delectable anatomy that was 
not intended to bo on display. For a moment she 
posed, then fled from the stage. 

For a one man audience, the applause was 
deafening. Julio could hear it even after she 
closed the door of her dressing room. Heard it 
and laughed. Ten thousand francs! A winter 
on the Riviera and, best of all, a winter with 
Armand ! 

With a murmur of relief she kicked away all 
that was left of her dancing costume and faced 
the mirrored reflection of her completely au 
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natural figure with a happy smile. She closed 
her eyes and sighed, “Armand; Armand mon 
chare!” 

The clothes she donned were of the cheapest 
sort and not too plentiful. A faded silk chemise, 
hosiery and then her gown. After all, with a 
lover like Armand, clothes mattered so little! 
Dressed at last, she made herself comfortable on 
the conch for a leisurely cigarette, pleasantly an- 
ticipating Armand’s arrival. 

He was not long in coming; but Julie’s smile 
abruptly disappeared as she sensed that he was 
not alone. There was the distinct sound of an- 
other voice, an American voice! 

“Tin moment, s’il vons plait,” Julie heard 
Armand saying. Then the door to her room 
opened and Armand came in alone, bleak despair 
in his countenance. 

“Armand!” Julie cried out. “ Dites-mois, have 
you lost?” 

The question was hardly necessary. Armand 
shrugged his shoulders and nodded sadly. 

“Oni, ma petite. My grand coup, she is no 
more.” 

Julie grasped his arm. “But you told me you 
could not lose with your dice.” 

Another shrug of the shoulders! “Perhaps I 
did not tell the dice,” he said dismally. “Ze 
American is waiting.” 

“Mon Dicn!” Julie gasped. “I cannot go with 
him.” 

Armand put a finger to her lips. “Ne vans 
chagrinez pas,” he said softly. “I have another 
coup, ze little one now.” 

“It is easy for you to tell me not to worry,” 
Julie said grimly. “You have nothing to lose.” 

“Ma chari, you cannot say that,” Armand re- 
plied in hurt tones. “You are all my life. Main 
attendee : you take the American to your rooms, 
not to his. Let him kiss you and caress you a lit- 
tle, let him expect much more. Before it is too 
late, I shall send Gascon and Gringoire to break 
in, to pretend that they are robbers. Be assured 
that the American will not stay, twenty thousand 
francs or not!” 

“You will not fail me?” Julie asked fearfully. 

Armand smiled reassuringly. “How could I, 
ma petite? I shall show the American to you now 
ancl then say au’voir, so that he will not suspect 
nothing. ’ ’ 

He stepped to the door and flung it open to 
give Julio her first good look at Steve Lathrop. 
It was evident that the latter was a bit surprised 
to see Julie in such inexpensive attire, or perhaps 
to see her garbed in anything at all, so vivid an 
image had her dancing wrought in his mind. 


S TEVE himself was a head taller than Armand, 
while his evening clothes smacked of Bond 
street and his smile of Manhattan. 

“Bon soir, mam’selle,” he greeted her, thereby 
using up fifty per cent of his French vocabulary. 
“I understand that I am to have the pleasure of 
your company for the rest of this evening.” 
“Oui, M’sieur,” Julie answered hesitantly, her 
fears rising as she saw Armand making a discreet 
exit. “I shall get my coat.” 

She followed him out the side door of the cafe 
to the curb where he assisted her into a waiting 
cab. 

“Perhaps wo ought to go somewhere and have 
a little drink together,” Stove suggested as the 
driver started the taxi. 

“ Pourquoi?” she replied. “I have plenty of 
wine in my rooms.” 

Steve gave her a queer glance, nodded briefly. 
“Okay,” he answered. “I like wine. Er, you 
haven’t told me where you live.” 

Julie directed the driver to the building, a run 
down affair half hidden on a tortuously winding 
side street. She waited while Steve paid a ridicu- 
lously boosted bill and then led the way upstairs. 
It was a, comfortable though not a large place, 
exotic-ally decorated with the bizarre presents 
that Armand had secured for her. 

Julie had no sooner closed the door than she 
felt herself drawn into the American’s impulsive 
embrace, felt his hand bending back her head, his 
lips seeking the lush warmth of her own in a brief 
but torrid kiss. Then with eqhal abruptness, he 
released her. 

“Sorry,” he muttered hastily. “I — I’ve want- 
ed to do that ever since I saw yon, but I didn’t 
mean to be a fool.” 

Julie nodded coldly, every nerve of her body 
tense with emotion. “It does not matter, 
M’sieur. I understand. Let us have some wine.” 
While Steve threw off his coat, Julie brought 
out a bottle and two glasses, hoping that the po- 
tency of the liquor might quiet the throbbing of 
her heart. After Steve’s obviously sincere 
apology, her fears had lessened, but the tension 
w T as still there as she forcefully reminded herself 
of the real reason for his coming. 

“M’iseur gambles much?” 

He smiled. “It depends a lot on the stakes. 
Where women are concerned, the sky’s the limit 
with me.” 

“Do you ever lose?” 

“Do I look like a Don Juan? Of course I lose. 
That’s what makes winning all (he more a thrill.” 
He set down his glass and moved nearer to Julie. 
“But I always go down fighting.” 

Julie remembered Armand’s promise and 
tried to reassure herself that there could be no 
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harm in one or 
two casual 
kisses. It was 
also to be re- 
membered that 
Armand had 
told her to let 
the gentleman 
expect much 
more. She forc- 
ed a smile as 
she spoke. 

“There are 
times, M’sieur, 
when losing is a 
pleasure.” 

In contrast to 
his first bold ad- 
vance he \v a s 
now rather slow 
to accept, t h e 
tempting invita- 
tion by the prox- 
imity of her so- 
rt u c t ive lovoli- 
n e s s. He did 
manage to slide 
his arm around 
her shoulders, to 
cautiously draw 
her nearer. 

“You did not 
mind my kissing 
you?” he asked. 

“I expected it, 

M’sieur.” 

- “Can’t we cut 
out this here 
'M’sieur’ busi- 
ness?” Steve de- 
manded. 

“Afais out, . . . Steve,” .Tnlio agreed, “but are 
vou in a hurry?” 

Stove glanced at his watch and smiled. “I. 
never have time to do all the things I’d like to 
in Paris.” 

“ Bien Julie replied. 

This time she did not resist his embrace, nor 
did she give any outward sign of emotion as his 
lips closed ardently over hors, deliciously savor- 
ing their ripe, red warmth. His arm encircled 
her shoulders, holding her. tightly pressed against 
his chest. 

“You’re lovely, Julie,” Steve said softly. 
“Don’t be afraid of me.” 

Julio’s heart pounded recklessly as she allowed 
her own free hand to drop io her knee, intrigu- 
inglv drawing, her skirt up several inches. The 


“Mon Dleu! You paid him for me? n 


revealed expanse of the sheer white flesh of her 
hared thigh was enough to whip any man to fever 
heat. 

“ Do I act — afraid?” she whispered. 

A strange new thrill raced through her veins 
as Steve’s caresses became more bold. His hand 
roamed freely, but, every move was a further 
caress. In a few moments Julio began to doubt 
not him but herself. 


PARIS NIGHTS 


5G 


There wasn’t any doubt of his impatience! 
Bather breathlessly, Julie released herself. 
“More wine?” she asked. 

While Steve poured out the drinks, she arose 
and faced his querulous gaze with an enigmatic 
smile. Then in one swiftly audacious gesture, her 
nimble fingers loosed the fastening of her dress. 
It fell to the floor, a useless cocoon from which 
emerged a diaphanously clad, gorgeously desir- 
able vision of the ultimate in Parisian pluchri- 
tude. The tight-fitting chemise clung caressingly 
to the full blossomed, alluring curves of her de- 
lightful body. 

The wine glass slipped unheeded from Steve’s 
hands as he swept her into his arms, crushing 
his lips again in a fervent kiss upon hers. 

Passive in his arms, Julie was making dis- 
coveries almost as fascinating as those of Steve’s 
in his ardent and exploratory caresses. As his 
hands traveled restlessly over her and his lips 
continued to give searing kisses, a variety of emo- 
tions throbbed dizzily in her brain. The main 
one was that, rather than wanting to resist his 
caresses, she liked them! His kisses stirred her 
ten times more than Armand’s ever had! And 
realizing that, suddenly and fearfully, she recall- 
ed Armand’s promise. “I will send Gringoire 
and Gascon. . . .” 

Each of the latter was over six feet tall, each 
of them wielded a dagger with deathly precision. 
To have them break in now was the last thing 
Julie wanted. 

“Non, non,” she protested as Steve stalled to 
lift her from the floor. “You must go, mon chore. 
VUe!” 

S TEVE was dumbfounded at this sudden turn 
of affairs. “But Julie,” he argued, “I’m 
mad about you. You can’t give me this much en- 


couragement and then .” 

“Mais out, vow nc comprendres pas. I did not 
think that it would turn out like this. I did not 
think that you could make me feel the way you 
do, when Armand suggested this trick.” 

“Trick?” Steve asked curiously. “What the 
devil do you mean?” 

“When Armand rolled dice with you, he ex- 
pected to win, to have you pay him twenty thou- 
sand francs.” 

“We didn’t shoot any dice,” Steve replied. “I 
did pay him some money, but that was a business 
deal. He sold me your contract.” 

“Contract?” Julie murmured. “I did not have 
one.” 

“Well, I bought it anyway,” Steve laughed. 
“It happens that I have a night club of my own in 
New York. I came to Paris looking for someone 
exactly like you to bring back with me for a new 
revue. ’ ’ 

“Mon Dieu!” Julie gasped, and her thoughts 
concerning Armand were wholly unprintable. 
“You paid him for me?” she went on. 

“With good American money,” Steve answer- 
ed, and added: “He seemed in a hurry to close 
the deal. Mentioned something about a night 
train to Monte Carlo.” 

As Steve drew her into his embrace once 
again with renewed ardor, it wasn’t so difficult to 
understand why Julie wasn’t too unhappy about 
Armand’s trickery. She shivered ecstatically as 
the one brief bit of lingerie still clinging to her 
dropped heedlessly to the floor. 

The only unexpected thing w T as that when 
Steve did return to Now York sometime later, 
Julie was along, not as new talent for his night 
club, but as a contract performer in a lifetime 
revue, billed as Mr. and Mrs. Steve Lathrop, In- 
corporated ! 



■zu 



Picking up Parisian cuties in 
cafes is an old A merican cus- 
tom, but still a dangerous one, 
whether to the pocketbook or 
the nervous system. Jackson 
gets his full quota of thrills 
and shocks when he tries the 
great American pastime in 
Paris because he was bored 
with life and thought it time 
for diversion. Bradbury Ed- 
wards tells about it 



I T’S funny thing but they always say that 
a criminal always conies back to the scene 
of his depredations, and believe it or not, 
Jackson X. Thayer, the prominent young rising 
district attorney of a city near Chicago, had a 
growing yearning to revisit the scenes of those 
good old days, when you used to take a drink, 
tweak the ear of a pretty Parisienne and say with 
a shrug of your shoulders — “O’est la guerre!” 
And though he was a staid business man now, 
almost forty and was supplied with plenty of ac- 
tion and thrills in his daily work in the courts, he 
entertained a secret desire that began to chafe 
on his restraint until he promised himself that as 
soon as he got through with the cases he had at 
hand he was going to gay Paree to wield a wicked 
hoof and gargle a bit of the pre-war Burgundy 
and cognac. O o o la la! 

For, in spite of the fact . that he was a hand- 
some devil for whom the opposite sex always fell 
and fell with a thud, he had not succumbed to 
their wiles sufficiently to be inveigled into hoofing 
down the aisle of the church around the corner 
to the tune from Lohengrin. He was still a bache- 


lor and what is more he had established a sort of 
a moral code of continence or is it total abstin- 
ences 

He attended mijsicales, card parties and other 
affairs where wohien were present, but he was 
always the genial district attorney. Never did he 
let himself go sufficiently to give them an insight 
into the real character of Jack Thayer, the pride 
of the old Thirtieth, •whose boast over there had 
been — “Bring them on and watch them make a 
dive for yours truly.” 

Instead, he remained sadly aloof and coddled 
himself along with the notion and a half-promise 
that he would let loose in earnest once he got over 
to Paree, the place where you can do as you please 
without having the nosey neighbors setting up a 
commission to conduct an investigation into your 
personal affairs with the idea of convicting you 
of moral turpitude. 

Well, as psychologists insist, repression is not 
good for a fellow and Jack became quite surly 
as May. waned and merged into June, and then one 
sunny day he found that the court calendar was 
cleaned up and that the court had adjourned un- 
til September. 
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He could hardly credit liis ears when he heard 
the good news. And the next moment he had 
swallowed almost half a pint of bourbon. Then 
he followed up with a few more and not until he 
was gloriously inebriated did he realize that Paris 
was at last a possibility and a very near one at 
that. 

T HAT next morning his secretary got him the 
accommodations on the steamer France sail- 
ing for Cherbourg within three days. He piled 
bag and baggage with a haste that knew no 
bounds. And ho was in New York with twelve 
hours to spare. 

He repulsed a winking blonde on the corner of 
Fortieth and Broadway almost viciously. He 
might as well wait till he got over there. No use 
starting up a fuss so close to home, besides some 
of the townsfolk might accidentally be sojourn- 
ing in the big town and reports would flicker back 
home to prove that he was not a good boy. So, 
he turned away much to the disgust of the sweet- 
looking dame who decided he was just a country 
sap. 

He felt a kind of a drooping sensation on the 
trip across the big drink, but it was all dispelled 
when he stood on the big platform in the Gare 
Nord. He found a cozy little hotel and had things 
made to order for himself. He showed the frogs 
that he had money to burn and they immediately 
developed incinerating proclivities. 


He tipped lavishly and had cognac on ice with 
a dish of snails and onions as a dessert. He had 
not asked for it but the genial inn-keeper had 
added it as a piece de resistance or what not for 
the new lodger’s freedom with the silver pieces. 

In the afternoon ho sauntered out along the 
boulevard and took a peek at the Arch de Tri- 
omplie. Sort of renewing acquaintances, as it 
were, lie spied the little bar where he and a flock 
of buddies had wrecked the furnishings one rainy 
evening much to the consternation of the owner. 
He walked in and had a drink of benedictine for 
old time’s sake, but the old fellow who cried so 
piteously was not there any longer. 

‘ ‘ Sav, where ’s the old boy who used to run this 
joint during the war?” 

The young fellow shrugged his shoulders char- 
acteristically. 

“My papa? He’s dead three years, sir. You 
knew him?” 

“Only slightly,” Jack said as he paid for his 
drink and departed. 

He visited so many bars in that first afternoon 
that when he had had a supper served in his 
room, and smoked an evening cigar, he did not 
want to budge out of the place. He felt tired and 
overstimulated. His expedition for the greater 
impulse would proceed on the next day. So lie 
retired early. 
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* | ''HE next afternoon he had tramped long 
around the byways and highways that are 
Paris, listened to the tooting of the horns and the 
cries of the old fellows who sold American maga- 
zines and papers at the kiosks. It was an un- 
usually warm day, so he chose a nifty little street 
bar, which had those gay tables on the sidewalks, 
where you parked yourself in a chair under a 
big colored parasol and had a little snack or a big 
swallow, whichever you felt at that particular 
moment. 

He ordered a bottle of Burgundy, ice cold, and 
got it. The waiter brought the glass and Jack 
gave him a real American dollar with the instruc- 
tions not to bother him with the change, for by 
this time his roving eyes had spied a likely look- 
ing blonde at a table just two removed from his. 
She was dressed like nobody’s business and her 
legs were encased in hot socks, which, however, 
fell short by about three inches of meeting where 
her skirts left off, which was about four inches 
above the knee. 

It looked good to Jack and he summoned the 
garcon once more. That one, in view of the gener- 
ous tip, hopped up obligingly. 

Jack spoke in a low voice. 

“That hot-looking blonde over there, is she 
engaged ? ’ ’ 

The waiter shrugged his shoulders. 

“I do not know, sir; maybe she is what you call 
married. I do not know.” 

“No, no,” Jack protested, “you don’t get me. 
Is she waiting for somebody?” 

“No; I do not think. She al- 
ways come here and sit for a 
while and drink creme de minthe 
and then she go away. It is the 
same thing every afternoon.” 
“Oh, oh! Weil, all right, you 
can go.” 

He looked over covertly and 
caught her glancing his way al- 
most shyly. He didn't place 
much stock in that shyness 
though. He had had experience 
with that kind before and he 
knew. 

He gave her a gracious smile 
which was returned with interest. 
He made eyes at her and finally 
included his head with a motion 
that asked for permission to join 
her. She jerked her head back 
prettily to indicate that she would 
be delighted with his company. 

He took his bottle and glass 
over. 

“Ah, mademoiselle, is so good 


to let me come 
here.” 

“Oui?” 

“Oui is right. 

I’m an Ameri- 
can a n d I ’m 
lonely.” 

She laughed 
in a silvery 
voice. 

“I knew it the 
moment I saw 
you. I adore 
A m e r i c a n s. 

They save our 
country, n’est-ce 
pas?” 

“Sure thing, 

I was with them 
then. C’est la 
guerre!” 

She grinned broadly. 

“And we owe those gallants so much, don’t 
we?” 

“Well, honey, if you want to start paying back 
part of that debt tonight, I’ll be there to collect.” 
“Ah, monsieur is fooling me.” 

“No, no; I’m not kidding. I really would be 
tickled pink if you let me come up to see you. 
I have nothing on for the evening and I think 
the opera is boring. How about it?” 

She smiled and nodded coyly in acquiescence. 
“Tres bien, then, at nine-thirty. At Rue de La 
Chat Noir, 145. You will come?” 

“Say, sister, does a duck swim? I’ll come with 
a bang.” 

TTE DID and she received him royally. There 
-*• were drinks and everything and what’s more 
she was not wearing a full dress suit. She had 
on a pink silk kimono through which he could 
see dainty purple pajamas of the same material. 
Her divine form showed to unspeakable advantage 
through the shimmering closeness of those thin 
garments. 

“It is so hot,” she explained. 

He agreed and proceeded to make it hotter. He 
toyed with her and she permitted him to go on 
as she languidly tossed about on the red velour 
divan. He was in the seventh heaven of delight 
and his heart went out to the obliging demoiselle, 
who gave and gave and gave without asking for 
recompense. Not that he would fail to do the right 
thing by her. Jack was a sure enough sport. 

The joys went on indefinitely and Jack was 
joyously saturating himself with the paradise she 
exuded. He gave her all of the love and passion 
he possessed and longed for more as she yielded 
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charmingly to his every whim. Bov, where were 
the States when they made babes like this? 

Suddenly his sweet Elysium melted into noth- 
ingness as there came an insistent knock on the 
door. The girl slipped off the divan, resumed her 
garment and donned the silk kimono. 

“It is Jan. My husband. If he find you here, 
we will be killed. He is so jealous.” 

Jack looked about for a chance to escape, but 
there was none. The room had not a window in it 
and not even the uncertain safety of a clothes 
closet would beckon to him. He was trapped and 
he knew it. So he nonchalantly sat back on the 
divan and lighted a cigarette. Come what may 
he had enjoyed the evening and he would pay for 
his happiness as the jealous Jan demanded. 

Came another knock and another. Pierette was 
in tears, but finally she went to the door and 
turned the key in the lock and stepped into a cor- 
ner daubing at her face with a lacy handkerchief. 

Jan stepped in and began a tirade that immedi- 
ately struck Jack as artificial. So they were try- 
ing to rope him in the old badger game, were 
they? Well, he’d fool them. 

And then he took a second look at the bozo 
who was playing husband; ho swore he wasn’t 
French. And then he threw back his head and 


laughed and laughed and laughed. 

T HE husband stopped his acting for a while 
and looked at the victim. That mustache was 
out of place. He mentally erased the hirsuit 
adornment and then he remembered a familiar 
face. 

“By the gods, it’s Jack Thayer. 30th Division 
A. E. F.” 

“Yes, you big ham, and you’re Billy Swanson. 
How in the deuce did you get here?” 

“It’s a long story, Jack, but necessity is the 
mother of invention and Pierette and I have 
been pulling this game for a year now with ex- 
cellent results. How about joining us in a little 
drink ? ’ ’ 

Jack grinned at Pierette who shyly came back. 
“Well, I’ll certainly admit that you’ve got 
good bait. Come here, sweetie, and let me kiss 
you again.” 

Then with her on his knee, he drank deeply and 
sighed a deep, satisfied sigh. Billy Swanson 
merely drank and grinned. And Pierette snug- 
gled up closer, work being done for the evening, 
why shouldn’t she enjoy a little diversion. 

La guerre sometimes does funny things, even 
long after it’s over. 





The question of IS There a Santa 
Claus is answered in a delightful 
manner for the little French girl who 
climbed in the rear of Drury Veluze’ s 
car, to steal a ride to Paris . James 
Woodbury tells how Santa Claus was 
kind to Drury as well as to the fair 
hitch-hiker 




D RURY VELUZE was fed up. Fed up on 
Dijon. A whimsical notion had sent him 
down to the place. Wanted tc see what 
it looked like. Dijon, the place where he had been 
bom. 

He had expected io find a lovely, old, quiet 
place in which to rest. Instead of that, lie had 
found a modern French town, cursed with a new 
Hotel de Ville, vile with luncheon clubs, reeking 
with progressivism. Two days at the leading 
hotel had sufficed, after the long drive from Paris. 
He had driven all alone in his Renault, hoping 
to get away from everything, even his servants, 
into a locality where nobody would recognize him 
as Veluze, the producer. But the town crier had 
allotted him instantly. The Prefect tried to get 
him to speak. There was much to-do about suc- 
cessful native son having returned. He was 
properly disgusted. 


As lie guided the perfectly functioning car in 
between the hills he suddenly heard agiggle.He 
thought that his mind must be playing tricks 
upon him. Paid no attention to.it. But again it 
came, insistently, not to be denied. He stopped 
the ear, trembling. Was he cracking up at last, 
he wondered. He turned on the dome light and 
looked into the hack seat. His heart almost 
stopped beating. There upon the back seat was 
the prettiest girl ho had ever seen in his life. 

“Who the devil are you ? ’ ’ Veluze asked, not 
irritably, but nervously. 

“You’d be surprised!” she returned, giggling 
again. 

He looked at her slowly and carefully. Yes, 
she was real. More, she was astonishingly beau- 
tiful. About twenty, lie judged. Slender, per- 
fectly modeled figure. Deep, lustrous eyes that 
gazed impishly out at him from beneath long 
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lashes. A mischievous, pouty little mouth that 
seemed made for kisses. Dimpled knees that 
showeff between stocking's rolled below them, and 
skirts hitched up above. 

“What are you doing in there?” Veluze asked 
sternly. 

“Going back to Paris with you.” 

“The very hell you say! And am I not to have 
something to say about that?” 

“I’m sure you’ll take me. I want you to put 
me into one of your shows. I’ll do anything. I’ll 
even bo a chorus girl, in order to work up from 
the very bottom.” 

“Obliging of you,” he said. “We’ll turn right 
around and go back.” 

“Don’t vou think I’m pretty?” she countered. 

“Of course, you’re pretty, child,” he admit- 
ted, “but Paris is crawling with pretty girls.” 

“As pretty as I?” 

“Well, no, not quite,” Veluze admitted. 

“Then why?” 

“Because a fresh, innocent young thing like 
.you wouldn’t keep the kind of beauty you have 
in Paris long.” - -. 

“Why not?” 

“Because the men would ruin her.” 

“Oh, put I don’t intend to get ruined.” 

“That’s what they all thought once And be- 
sides, you’re not in safe hands with me. I want 
you to get right back home. Tell me where to 
take you.” 


“I’m not afraid of you,” she said. “Not one 
bit. You’re nice. I like you awfully well. You’re 
nice and tall and straight — not all bent over like 
the men down this way. And your clothes fit you 
so nicely. And you’re so good-looking. I par- 
ticularly like the little flecks of gray black hair. 
I’d like to run my hands through your hair. Sit 
down on your lap and run my hands through your 
hair.” 

“Stop it,” lie ordered, “I’m not made of 
iron. Where do you live? Tell me before I 
change my mind and decide to eat you every bite, 
as I’m tempted to.” 

“Are you tempted?” 

“Very distinctly so.” 

“Well, drive me on to Paris.” 

“No, I won’t do it. You’re a nice little thing, 
and I want you to be safe. There are plenty in 

Paris, without spoiling .” 

“You go right on and drive mo to Paris with 
you,” she commanded. “I’ll positively guaran- 
tee that you needn’t be afraid. Nothing will hap- 
pen to me— at least not at your hands.” 

“But you said you liked me,” ho reminded her. 
“Indeed 1 did, and do; and, what’s more,” she 
declared impishly, “I’ll sit on your lap, and I’ll 
run my hands through your hair, and I’ll kiss you, 
and I’ll tell you I love you, and still nothing will 
happen to me.” 

“Is that so!” he echoed. Every time she said 
that about running those flower petal little hands 
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through his hair it riled him no end. It was 
one of his pet weaknesses. All women liked 
to run their hands through his thick, curly 
black haii-, flecked with gray. 

“Yes, that’s so.” 

“Well, let me tell you something,” he 
dared; “you just try, right here, sitting upon 
my lap and running your hands through lliy 
hair and kissing me and telling me that you 
love me and see whether or not anything 
happens.” 

“All right,” she invited, “come around 
here in the back seat, smartv, and get the 
surprise of your young life.” 


"ITELUZE was, bv this time, past all endur- 
^ ance. lie climbed out of the front seat. It 
was nearly two o’clock in the morning. They 
were miles from thomearest town. Hadn’t passed 
another car for hours. Up above the bright moon, 
all around the clover scented blue green grasses, 
the rolling hills. As he climbed down out of the 
front seat a snatch of an old popular song that 
had, in the past, touched him every time he heard 
it, floated hack to him : 

“Way down in Italy, 

That’s where I’d love to be; 

Where balmy breezes blow 
And sweet magnolias grow.” 

He climbed into the back scat. Turned oil the 
dome light. Took her into his arms. What a 
tiny little thing she was. And fragrant. Sweet. 
Infinitely tender. He seated her upon his lap. 
She lifted eager lips for his kiss. For some rea- 
son he kissed her softly, reverently, as he could 
not ever remember having kissed a woman before. 
She did, indeed, put her hands up into his hair. 
She murmured softly: 

“I love you, Daddy, dear.” 

“Oh, Lord!” he groaned, “don’t call me 
Daddy! Of all the cheap, garish wisecracks of the 
typical dame from Dementia Sidewalks, that’s 
the worst, I loathe it.” 

“But this time it’s the truth,” she interposed 
solemnly; “not just a wisecrack.” 

His blood ran like iee through his v,eins. It 
seemed that his flesh was crawling inside of his 
clothes. His scalp felt all hot and prickh. His 
teeth seemed about to chatter. He felt a short- 
ness of breath. Hastily took her off his lap. 

“What the- hell are you talking about?” lie 
snapped. 

She giggled softly, huskily again: 

“Don’t take it so hard,” she begged. “But 
it’s true. You are ray father.” 

“This joke has gone about far enough,” he 
snapped. 



“It’s no joke. Really it’s not. My mother told 
me. She even suggested that I climb into the 
back of the car, start back with you, and tell you 
when you discovered mo. But I got tired being 
quiet, in the back of the car, all hunched down 
on the floor.” 

“Your mother!” 

“Yes.” 

“She lives back there in Dijon, without being 
married?” 

“Oh, she was married, but her husband died 
several vears ago. She has a job now. She 
wanted me to have a chance in the world. I’ve 
finished high school, and although I didn’t go any 
further with my education, she read to me a lot 
. . . and I am better educated than the average 
for m.y age, I think. I’d just love to be on the 
stage. You’ll put me on, won’t vou, dear?” 
“What was your mother’s name?” he insisted. 
“Lambert. Grace Lambert.” 

Veluze nearly fell off his seat. 

“You may be my .” 

“No maybes about it. I am.” 

“I supposed Grace Lambert had died or moved 
away from Dijon years ago.” 

“Nope.” 

“Well, I’ll be damned; further, I’ll be double 
damned. You say that your mother approves of 
this wild notion of yours about going on the 
stage ? ’ ’ 
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“Absolute]}'. She said she thought you ought 
to do something 1 for me. But I won’t even think 
of taking advantage. I’ll work hard, really I will; 
and I think I’ve got some talent. The stage — 
probably runs in, the family.” The graceless lit- 
tle dear laughed huskily. 

“Don’t!” Veluze said, gruffly. 

“You’ll take me then, if I’m very, very good, 
and work awfully hard.” 

“It’s going to be hell. I’ll have to watch out 
for you every minute. Will you promise me to 
stay absolutely straight, and not kick over the 
traces if I take you back?” 

“Yes, indeed.” 

“Wouldn’t you rather go to some college in- 
stead of .” 

‘ ‘I should say not ! I want to go right to work. 
To become a great actress.” 

“Oh, Lord!” groaned Veluze. “Come up on 
the front seat with me. We’ll have to drive until 
morning.” 

Gleefully she climbed out of the back seat and 
went around to the front with him. 

V ELUZE started again to drive — with one 
arm. The other arm was around her protect- 
ingly. Dainty, beautiful little thing. His daugh- 
ter ! Think of it. A lump came up into his throat 
He felt sentimental for the first time in years. 
Tired out from her long ride in the back seat, 
cramped up upon the floor, she went promptly 
to sleep, nestled against him trustingly. Veluze 
looked down at her little head in the crook of liis 
arm : 

“ Way down in Italy, 

There’s where I’d love to be.” 

But he was frightened stiff. Think of the re- 
sponsibility! Still, she seemed an intelligent, 
well-behaved little thing. 

And, indeed, back in Paris, Veluze was amazed 
to find that, in addition to intelligence, she had 
talent. As the months went by this became more 
and more evident. Small parts capably handled 
developed into bigger parts capably handled un- 
til, to his amazement, she was making money for 
him. . 

But Veluze was not happy. Something queer 
had happened to him. He even thought, at times, 
of shooting himself. Night after night he at- 
tended her performances. Night after night took 
her home to her apartment, but would never go 
in for a drink, despite the fact that she urged 
him to. As ho watched her perform upon the 
stage he knew that ho was watching the most 


beautiful young female he had ever seen in his 
life. And when he had left her at her door each 
night he went to the club to drink. To drink— 
and drink — and drink. 

Nobody in Paris suspected, he knew. The idiots 
just imagined that ho was in love with one of 
his new actresses. A Parisian poison sheet re- 
marked that Veluze was drinking himself to death 
because a certain new find of his remained just 
a business acquaintance and would not even let 
him come upstairs when he took her home every 
night after the show. 

Veluze ground his teeth and drank some more 
and wondered at the thoughts he found within 
himself. It seemed, at Christmas time, that he 
could no longer stand it. When, on Christmas 
Eve, after a late eleven o’clock show that lasted 
till two he took her home, he listened at last to her 
importunity . - 

“You’ve got to come upstairs with me tonight. 
I have a Christmas present for you. I insist!” 

Veluze went upstairs. Looked about the cozy 
apartment, seeing it for the first time. 

“Sit down!” she ordered, handing him a cock- 
tail . “I want to talk to you. ’ ’ 

He sat down and gazed at her silently, trem- 
bling. 

“Do you know,” she said, “you’ve been a per- 
fect peach. Ancl I love you — ever so much. I 
thought if I had a chance I could make good on 
the stage. Grace thought so too. She wanted me 
to have that chance. That’s why she told me all 
about you— and her. That’s why she suggested 
that I hide in the car that night. She was sure 
that if I had a chance, on my ability alone, I’d 
go over, and I have. She’s so pleased.” 

“You write to her?” Veluze asked huskily. 

“Oh, yes, right along. Grace is wonderful. 
Not a conventional idiot like the rest of them 
down there in Dijon. I love her almost to death. 
Going down to see her this summer.” 

“I’d better be going,” Veluze put in. 

“But you haven’t had your Christmas present 
yet. And God knows you deserve it. I was afraid 
you were going to drink yourself to death. And 
yet I wanted to be sure first that I had succeeded 
on my ability, purely, That’s what Grace wanted 
me to do.” 

“Why do you speak of her, in that second- 
hand sort of way, as ‘Grace’! Why don’t you call 
her mother!” 

“Because she’s not my mother!” 

“What?” The interrogation was like a shot. 
Veluze was on his feet instantly. 

“And here’s your Christmas present,” she 
added, walking into his arms. 



Toby Stokes had to resist the 
allure of the most beautiful 
girls in Paris, if he hoped to 
share in the strange will of his 
uncle. But a cousin who 
thought T oby should have the 
best temptations of feminity 
thrown in his path — and 
around his neck — and a lovely 
A merican girl who was caught 
in the rain didn’t make things 
easy for him. Read Toby’s so- 
lution to such a tantalizing 
problem in “ Love Challenge,” 
by Eleanor Sternig 



T HE apartment door closed. Toby Stokes 
wriggled uncomfortably. But lie groaned 
aloud as the key turned from the outside. 
Trapped! Locked in with a bewitching Parisian 
charmer whose every move was like a searing ca- 
ress. He had managed to dodge her amorous 
wiles all evening. There had been safety in num- 
bers before. But two, right now, was the wrong 
one. 

He half rose from the divan, his lean form 
trembling with anger. Then he settled back with 
a hopeless sigh as Mimi Ponsellc tugged eompel- 
lingly at his arm. 

“What is wrong, moil cherf Do you not like to 
be alone wiz Mimi?” 

Her voice was low with passionate ardor. She 


pressed her alluring curves closer. Toby squirm- 
ed deeper into the upholstered corner, his blood 
pressure increasing alarmingly. He ran a shaky 
finger around a wilting collar. If only this trap 
had not been set with such tempting bait! 

“It — it isn’t that,” he faltered. “I wouldn’t 
mind it after tonight. But . . . but . . . oh, what’s 
the use !” 

Yes, indeed. What was the use? How could 
he explain to this alluring minx that tonight was 
the last of a half year of torture and self denial? 

Besides, Mimi probably knew that this situation 
had been connived by Bill Stokes in a final at- 
tempt to keep him from sharing in their uncle’s 
will. Certainly, she had shown no surprise when 
Bill had deliberately locked them in. 
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Tj'OE six months Toby Stokes had resisted temp- 
tation. It had seemed easy back in New 
York. He had even laughed when the law firm 
had suddenly routed him from his peaceful delv- 
ing into insect life to inform him of the strange 
stipulation. But now that scene flashed through 
his mind like a nightmare. 

“One of the conditions,” the lawyer had in- 
toned, “is that you spend six months with your 
cousin, William Stokes, at his art studio in Paris. 
During that period you arc to resist any tempta- 
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tion to . . . er 
companionship. ’ ’ 

“That doesn’t sound 
puzzled. “lie was far 
hater.” 

“Nevertheless, those are the instructions. Nat- 
urally, your cousin will put every obstacle in your 
path. He has been instructed to do so.” 
“What’s the big idea?” 

“We are not at liberty to disclose your uncle’s 
purpose, except that it is a plan to . . . ah . . . 
test your will power.” 


“Say . . . keeping away from women is my best 
accomplishment,” Toby had stated confidently. 

And that had been no idle boast. His interests 
had always kept him from any contact with the 
fair sex. Women were a nuisance, anyway. All 
nerves. They got the jitters when he tried to 
show them some extra fine specimens of spiders. 
Bugs and their behavior were far more fascinat- 
ing than the silly wiles of women. Occasionally, 
he favored one with a second glance, but only be- 
cause some insect had settled on the lady’s cor- 
sage. 

Therefore, Toby had been considerably shock- 
ed to find himself returning the interested glance 
of the lawyer’s blonde secretary. And there 
were no flies on her, either ! 

His eyes had fallen on soft, dimpled knees; 
up over full, gentle curves, and warm, red, smil- 
ing lips. Ho had even smiled back! But that 
didn’t mean a thing, he had told himself. The 
wild bumping about of his heart was, of course, 
merely due to bis anticipated trip to Paris. 

And so his living hell had begun. Almost from 
the' first, Toby had been besieged by dangerous 
damsels. Once in Paris, he was given no rest. 
Affectionate debutantes and alluring models in 
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various stages of deshabille murdered liis nerv- 
ous system. Only the realization that his cousin 
was constantly engineering these love plots 
served to holster up his will power enough to pull 
him through. The maddening result was that he 
threw many a blissful moment over his shoulder. 

TJUT right now his will power willed only to 
■“"* take the fiery Mimi in his aching arms. His 
resistance was at a dangerously low ebb. Rebel- 
lious emotions, keyed up by a series of similar ad- 
ventures, cried out for relief. Toby was tempted 
to forfeit his inheritance. 

“Ah, mon pauvre Americaine,” Mimi soothed, 
compassionately, running a tingling, flame-tipped 
hand over his fevered cheek. “You are starving 
for 1 ’amour. Your eyes reveal it.” 

“How — how about a drink, first?” Toby man- 
aged to stutter. 

“Oui! An excellent idea.” 

Toby ran nervous lingers through crinkly, 
brown hair. He watched Mimi as she prepared 
potent cocktails. His head cleared a little now 
that her warm body was no longer so close. 

But even if she was only another “plant,” 
Mimi had her points— and a bewitching supply 
of curves, he admitted. He watched the raptur- 
ous movements of her body so clearly delineated 
by her taut, satin gown and wondered at the 
amazing change in him. Six months ago this en- 
ticing spectacle -would have meaut exactly noth- 
ing 1 

“To 1 ’amour,” Mimi toasted, clicking her glass 
with his. 

Toby shrugged and downed the liquor. It 
added fuel to his emotions. After the third drink, 
he determined to end his torture. Until tonight, 
one drink had been his limit. But earlier in the 
evening, Bill had coaxed two on him in celebra- 
tion of their last night under their strange agree- 
ment. Then, like a fool, he had permitted him- 
self to be dragged to this place where a party was 
presumably in progress. After that, Bill had 
ducked — with the key. But what the devil? This 
was going to be a party after all. 

Toby, reached out for the pliant form to snug- 
gle it close, but Mimi evaded him. 

“Wait, Tobce.” She smiled slyly at him. “I 
will remove zis new gown. You will like Mimi 
in a negligee, non?” 

He watched the provocative sway of her hips as 
she disappeared into the dimness of her boudoir. 
With Mimi out of sight, he managed to regain a 
semblance of sanity. The thought that his cousin 
might have paid the little vixen to entertain him 
made Toby decidedly nervous. Perhaps even 
now Bill was returning with witnesses to vouch 
for his misdemeanor. 


“You darned fool,” an inner voice chided. 
“Where is your pride? Going to let Bill have the 
laugh on you?” 

He had to find a way out. A plan formed in 
his mind. With cat-like stealth, he reached the 
bedroom door. It was slightly ajar. For one 
turbulent instant Toby was tempted to fling it 
wide and enter. What normal man could resist 
the ravishing picture Mimi presented? Clad in 
sheer lingerie, her supple, perfectly formed 
beauty was certainly a sight worth beholding. 
Only with a supreme effort did Toby manage to 
tear his eyes away. Deftly he slipped his hand 
inside, yanked out the key, slammed the door and 
got it locked. Mind's cries of chagrin and furi- 
ous pounding made Tobin grin. 

“Do you not like to be alone wiz Mimi?” he 
mocked. But there was no more time for levity. 
Since the outer door was locked, he would have 
to And another exit before Ihe enraged girl’s 
shouts brought help. He flung open the French 
windows and stepped out on the small balcony 
overlooking the apartment court. 

"TYISMAY clutched him as lie noted that the 
fire escape ran along a hall window. Any 
attempt to reach it would be perilous. But a re- 
newed clamoring by Mimi prompted him to take 
the risk. 

It was beginning to rain. The balcony rail 
looked slippery. Loss of balance meant a five- 
story plunge to the ground. Hugging the rough 
wall, he managed to get on the top. For one 
breathless moment Toby cavorted precariously. 
He leaped ! His hands contacted cold, wet steel, 
nearly slipped. He clawed desperately at the 
metal rungs, swung his body on the steel struc- 
ture and clambered to the bottom. 

“Whew! That was closer than a Scotchman,” 
lie sighed ; then grinned. “I’ll bet not many guys 
would risk their necks to escape from a charming 
woman.” 

He strode along the crooked, little street which 
boasted a mixture of dwellings. Modern apart- 
ments flanked quaint French cottages. Street 
lights were reflected in puddles of water, and 
Toby became aware that his clothes were 
drenched. 

A cruising taxi rattled along. Toby hailed it 
and settled himself comfortably in the jerkily 
driven vehicle. Just a few more hours and his 
life would once more be his own. Free to respond 
to the many desires which had become so sharp- 
ened these last few months. 

After paying his fare, Toby dashed lip the steps 
of a cozy studio apartment. 

At the door he paused, key in hand, breathing 
heavily. To his surprise, the door opened at his 
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touch. -Rhythmic music floated from the warm, 
softly lighted interior. So Bill had returned and 
was probably gloating over the success of his 
plot. 

T OBY peered in cautiously. Bill was not in 
sight. No use getting into a brawl tonight. 
He didn’t feel up to it after his emotional tussle. 
Maybe lie could sneak into his room without be- 
ing seen. Ilis stealthy progress across the room 
was muffled by a thick rug. 

“Gosh, that fire looks inviting.” Toby moved 
toward the glowing hearth, chilled to the marrow. 
About to settle himself in a nearby chair, his eyes 
fell with puzzled wonder at the wet garment 
draped over its back. A girl’s coat! A hasty 
glance netted more feminine apparel, neatly fold- 
ed over the divan back. Then he stood rooted to 
the spot ! 

On the cushioned divan, apparently asleep, lay 
a perfectly formed girl. One rose petal cheek 
was cradled on a slim hand. Damp tendrils of 
golden-blord hair clustered about her delicately 
lovely far id head. 

Anoth m would probably have emulated 
the prii o awakened the Sleeping Beauty 

with a k±. -it Toby Stokes only gasped: “Ye 
gods! Another one!” 

Instinct suggested flight, but he Was cold, wet, 
and his teeth clattered like castanets. His strong, 
straight nose wrinkled. He pressed a linger un- 
der it in a vain attempt to stifle the sneeze. The 
noise brought a sudden fluttering of long, silky 
lashes. Blue eyes gazed wonderingly up at him. 
She was clad in a revealing robe do nuit. Ravish- 
ing, to say the least. 

“Hello,” she greeted, sitting up. 

“W-what are you doing here!” Toby demand- 
ed, feeling sure that his cousin had arranged this 
to forestall any eleventh minute escape from 
Mimi. Bill was wiser than lie had suspected. 
“Getting dried out. I was all wet.” 

“Oh, yeah? So is your plan. You’ve got to 
go!” 

“I have no plan. I’ll leave that to dictators 
like you,” the blonde intruder snapped. “I think 
you’re mean. Where is your American chivalry? 
I’m from the States myself.” 

Reluctantly, Toby believed her. 

“No matter. I can’t be found here with a girl 
tonight. How did you get in, anyway?” 

The girl smiled, eyeing him mischievously. She 
drew her scantily covered knees up under her de- 
licately clefted chin. 

“Well,” she began, “it all hinges on too much 
rain and not enough money for cab fare. I 
ducked into the first convenient place I could find. 
Your door was open, so I helped myself to some 


heat, this very comfortable negligee and fell 
asleep while my clothes dried.” 

“I see. That robe belongs to one of mv cousin’s 
models. I’m only a guest here. You’ll have to 
go before Bill returns.” 

“Oh, then you’re not the artist?” she sighed, 
unclasping her shapely legs. “I was hoping you 
would be. Artists are famous for their hospi- 
tality.” As Toby winced at her words, she add- 
ed: “Never mind. My clothes are nearly dry. 
I’ll scram before your host comes.” 

“He may be here any moment. Please ... ah 
. . . all . . . choo!” 

“Say!” Rising to her slender, alluring height, 
she came to Toby’s side. “Off with those wet 
clothes. I’ll mis a bracer while you change. I 
could do with one myself.” 

Her solicitous interest dealt a telling blow. It 
was quite impossible to rebuff such motherly tac- 
tics. Meekly aquiescent, he sauntered off to his 
room. A little later, clad in his favorite dressing 
robe, he returned to find the stimulants in the. 
process of preparation. 

She smiled radiantly and patted a place for him 
on the divan. Toby settled back gingerly, eyes 
on the small, cocktail table which bore the mak- 
ings. 

The setting was unpleasantly reminiscent of 
Mimi’s little trap. Yet this girl was vastly dif- 
ferent. She was tantalizing in a way that got 
under your skin. And her appeal, Toby sus- 
pected, was far stronger than his crippled will 
power. If he could only be sure that her pres- 
ence here on this particular night was accidental 
rather than by design. But, unfortunate, there 
was something vaguely familiar about her which 
meant only one thing . . . Her voice startled him 
out of his puzzled reverie. 

“Is that your natural face, Mr. Gloom?” she 
teased. “Or are you really afraid your host 
might object?” 

Toby glanced at her, a hot retort on his lips. 
His words ended in a gulp, however. She was 
busy with the cocktail shaker and each move did 
enchanting things to alluring curves candidly re- 
vealed through her lacy garment. 

“You . . . er . . . must be cold.” He tried to 
make his voice sound casual. 

“Not at all! But you must have the chills. 
You’re trembling like a leaf. Here . . . drink 
up!” As she bent over to fill his glass, the robe 
de nuit yawned. But that didn’t make Toly 
sleepy. On the contrary, the delightful contours 
roused him to action. He accepted his drink and 
held it aloft. 

“To a little matter of wills. Good and bad. 
I hope Bill enjoys my share of Uncle’s!” 

Toby gulped the contents of his glass, then 
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Imrled it into the fireplace. Suddenly lie gathered 
the astonished -charmer com pel li ugly into his 
arms. With thrilling dexterity his hands sought 
out the curves and hollows which had intoxicated 
his senses beyond reason and transformed him 
into a hungry madman. Pent-up emotions escaped 
in a raging flood of ecstasy. The girl tried to 
struggle but he held her tight. Soon the warmth 
of the fire was rivaled by a circuit of heat which 
closed when lips met lips. . . . 

“Have you lost your mind?” the girl gasped, 
her eyes alight with pleasurable wonder. 

“No. Just a fortune. But you’re worth it!” 

“Sure you aren’t making a mistake?” 

Toby Stokes kissed her fervently before an- 
swering. 

“Sweetheart, if being in love and happy is a 
mistake, then I’m the world’s biggest blunder. 
But, gosh, I don’t even know your name. Tell — .” 
He broke off as the door flung open and a breath- 
less couple barged in. “Bill . . . Mimil” he 
gasped. 

“Yeah. Having a little party of your own, 
eh?” Bill sneered. 

But the French girl, her eyes blazing and vo- 
luptuous form quivering with indignation, con- 
fronted the startled lovers. 

“Saere bleu!” she stormed. “So you lock 
Mimi up. You pull on her: ze cross double for 
anozzer femme. I keel you for zat. I — I keel 
you both!” 

' I 'HE French beauty sprang forward with pan- 
ther-like speed. There was a flash of white 
thigh and steel as her hand whipped out of her 
stocking top a small, sharp dagger. Toby side- 
stepped her charge, caught her tiny, flying wrist. 
Bill shrank back, ashen faced. The American 
girl looked on with wide-eyed concern. Toby tried 
to twist the weapon from Mimi’s hand. 

“Mon Dieti!” she screamed. “You are break- 
ing my arm.” 

“I’ll break your lovely little neck if you don’t 
drop that sticker,” Toby threatened savagely. 

Mimi struggled like a wildcat before nerveless 
fingers released the glittering weapon. Toby 
whirled her around, snaked his left arm around 
her slender waist. Then, half lifting her off the 
floor, applied a resounding smack where naughty 
children find it does the most good. Mimi re- 
tired, sniffling, into a far corner. 

“Better take your little playmate back to the 


jungle before I lose my temper,” Toby advised 
his relieved cousin. “And don’t bring any more 
around.” 

“I won’t have to.” Bill looked insinuatingly at 
the scantily clad blonde. 

“Okay. You caught, mo with the goods. So 
what? I’d have chucked this rotten business long 
ago if I had found a girl like this.” 

“Just a minute, Toby,” the girl surprised him. 
“You, too, Bill Stokes. You may be interested 
in what I have to say.” 

“Who are you, anyway?” Bill demanded. 
“I’m Doris Holm, secretary to the lawyer 
handling your late uncle’s estate. This extract 
from the will should clear matters.” 

She picked up her purse and dumped its con- 
tents m the cocktail table. Toby gaped at the 
neat roll of bills which tumbled out of the bag'. 
Doris flushed but proceeded to select a paper from 
a manila envelope. She handed the slip to Toby 
who read aloud: 

“In the event my nephew, Tobias Stokes, 
has successfully resisted all efforts of Wil- 
liam Stokes to rout him from his stupid emo- 
tional slump and Miss Doris Holm is inter- 
ested enough in his welfare, she is to go to 
Paris for a last minute attempt to save him. 
Tobias may be forgiven— even commended — 
for spurning any love-trap set by his obliging 
cousin. However, should he spurn the ad- 
vances of the charming Miss Holm, it may be 
definitely concluded that he is no true son of 
a Stokes and does not deserve a penny of my 
fortune!” 

“Well, I’ll be . . .” Bill sputtered for words 
and finally stuck out a congratulatory fist. “I’m 
?ood at being best man, Toby.” 

After Bill and the sullen Mimi had departed, 
Doris gazed adoringly at her lover. 

“No man could rate better than second best 
si tli me,” she assured him. “But are you sure 
you won’t be more interested in some Avorm than 
pou are in me?” 

Toby Stokes traded caresses for bliss before 
answering. “Sweetheart, there’s only one thing 
.hat craivls that could interest me at all.” 

“And what’s that?” Doris murmured, snug- 
gling even closer in his amorous embrace. 

“Something that looks like you and says 
‘da-da’!” 
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CAN YOU FIX IT? 

These wonder hooks 
:ell step by step Mow 
io take out “play” 
in differential— to kill 
ihe shimmy in steer- 
in if— to set Timing- 
how to put your fin- 
ger instantly on en- 
gine trouble and then 
the quiok, expert way 
to Fix it. Newest Im- 
provements fully cov 
*re«l; f.ciunl to ft com- 
plete trade course at 
less than n fourth 
the . i 


BIO VOLUMES 
8RANDNEW EDITION 

2500 pp., 2000 Ulus., 
wiring blast rams, etc- 
incl. Marine Eng.. 
Aviation Motors. Die- 
sel Eng., etc. Deluxe 
edition, gold-stamped 
flexible binding. 


on approval. Just mail the coupon and we’i 
send you a set ot these remarkable auto 
books, just off the press. Whether you are 
a mechanic or helper, expert or appren- 
tice, auto owner or driver, if you’re 
Interested In knowing nil about auto- 
mobile mechanics then take gdvan- 
age of this PURE OFFER. 

NEARLY 10O PACES ON 
DIESEL ENGINES 

A better job— in the gigantic auto 
Industry. IHGCER PAY— a chance to 
go Into business for yourself and 
get a share of (he huge profits are 
waiting for any man v/h'o even hair 
tries to improve himself. Loam auto 
engineer lug with these wonder books 
n new way— without study Ire. or 
memorising. Simply use the JIFFY 
ISTH-.'X to look up the answer to 
any nuto problem. Built by eleven 
of America’S' greatest automobile en- 
gineers, and written In simple lan- 
guage so you ' can understand it. 
Very newest cars, nil covered. 
FREE! Send NOW and we will in- 
clude Free an extra loose leaf Vol- 
ume No. 7 with 1936 cars and 
diagrams and also that famous book 
"Automobile Service Shop Manage- 
ment. - ’ 


AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY 
Drexel Ave. &. 58th St., Dept. A828 
Chicago, III. 


AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY 

Drexel Avo. & r>8ih St., l)cpl. A828, Chicago, III. 

I would like to see the new C-volunio edition ol youi 
AUTO BOOKS. I will pay the few cents delivery charge 
only, hut if I choose to, I may return them express collect, 
ff after 10 days’ use I prefer to keep them, I will send 
you 82 and pay the balance ai (he rale of only $0 a 
month, until $24.80 is paid. Please Include free consulting 
membership and the 2 extra books as per your offer above. 

Name 

Address 

City Stale 

Attach letter, stating age, occupation, name and address or 
employer and that of at least one business man as reference. 


SPICYZFILMS 

THE TREAT OF 
A LIFETIME 

at 

$2.50 per reel up 

postpaid 

© 

Such titles as 

She Couldn’t Say ‘No 
Sally’s Sun Bath 
Why Men Go Wrong 

and over 50 others 
Send Stamp for Catalogue 


RdahsAmusf.mentCo 

1008 W. York St. Phila.. Pa 


Lost, Strayed Or Stolen 
Side Show Barker: “We’ll 
have to close down. Our three 
cooch dancers have disappear- 
ed.” 

Sword Swallower: “Gee! 
That’s a lot of lost motion.” 


Times Between 
“Unmarried?” questioned the 
passport clerk of the Hollywood 
movie queen. 

“Occasionally,” replied ihe 
star. 


The Viewpoint 

Henry: “Your wife is very 
broad-minded, isn’t she?” 

Bill: “Oh, yes, awfully. She 
believes there are always two 
sides to a question — her own and 
her mother’s.” 


Clear Trach 

Flapper : “Have you any green 
lipstick?” 

Drug Clerk: “Green lipstick?” 
Flapper: “Yes. I’m going out 
Avith a railroad man tonight.” 


All According to the Amount 
Husband: “What Avould you 
do if I should die and leave 
you?” 

Wife: “Leave me Iaoav much?” 


Hopeless 

Pickpocket (up for his tenth 
offense),: “Judge, I’d like to have 
my case continued. My laAvyer is 
sick. 

•Judge: “But you Avere caught 
with your hands in this man’s 
pocket. What can your laAvyer 
say in your defense?” 

Pickpocket: “Precisely so, 
your honor; that’s just what I’m 
curious to laiOAV.” 


Soclted 

Bill: “I think Jane Avill make 
an ideal Avife. Everytime I call 
On her I find her darning her 
father’s socks.” 

Joe: “That fooled me for a 
Avhile, too— until I discovered 
that it Avas always the same- 
sock.” 


BLOOD AND 
RANSOM 

By John S. Gotshall 


A full book-length novel 
that concerns the kid- 
napping of a wealthy 
man’s son and the hor- 
ror and heart-breaking 
suspense that followed 
in its wake — in the 


DECEMBER ISSUE 

of 

IMTICfflll 

Am & murder 

mmtWMJ* 

/A 


At Your Nearest 
News Stand 

15c 



MENTAL MAGIC WITH CARDS 
bv Jean Hugard 


A new and valuable work eiving the method* 
bv which even a beginner mav entertain anv 
audience with olaving cards Fortv ‘jmind read- 
ing” effects. requiring comoarativelv little 
sleight of hand. Price, $2.00. . . ^ 

Assoc iated A u thors . 100 8 W. York St.. Phila.. Pa. 


^ntury 

Sheet IVIttsic 

You can get any of the 2,700 standard and clatsi. 
cal Foreign and American compositions in thi* 
Edition at only 15c a copy postpaid. Every copy 
guaranteed correct in every detail, and equal to the 
best published or money refunded. 

Contains music in all grades for Piano, Violin, 
Saxophone, Mandolin, Guitar and Vocal suitable for 
tcucliing, drawing room and concert. (Iris not r*g 
time music.) 

^Dropus a card today toad* 
lrea below for our 
■ F3USE catalogue 

EDAMS AMUSEMENT CO. 
1008 \V. York St. Philadel phia, Pa. 




FREE to Our Readers! 

An 8x10 Hand-Colored Enlargement 
of Your Favorite Photograph „ . . 


The publishers of this magazine are making you this limited amazing offer . . . think of it! You can 
get an 8x10 enlargement of any good snapshot or hand colored negative for just the cost of packing, 
handling, mailing, etc., which .is only 25 cents. 

Get out. your family album % . . perhaps you have a good snap oi 
largemeut of. The enlargement wo offer is 


the kind you would expect to pay at least a 
dollar for . . . it’s finished by expert crafts- 
men . . . has that expensive photograph ap- 
pearance, making it look like a life-like 
original picture. Send any subject. 

ALL WORK GUARANTEED 

TI'c guarantee to return your original in 
perfect condition. Send bust, full 
length or group snaps or nega- 
tives of Mother, Dad, Sweetheart, 

Scenes, Animals, Pets, Baseball 
or Football teams or any subject. 

We enlarge to a beautiful 8x10 
fadeless photograph hand colored 
. . . but you must hurry before 
this offer is withdrawn. 

A SPECIAL MESSAGE FROM THE 
PUBLISHERS OF THIS MAGAZINE 

We, the publishers of this magazine, appreci- 
ate that you buy and read this magazine . . . that’s 
why we are making this non-profit photo en- 
largement offer. Act at once and be one of the 
lucky ones to participate in our generosity . . . we 
guarantee you will bo 100% satisfied or your 
money back . . . get your $1 hand colored enlarge- 
ment for only 25e . . . hurry the coupon! 



photo von would like a fine on- 
A REGULAR $1.00 VALUE 

The hand colored enlargement 
offered here represents a genuine 
$1 value . . . the hand coloring is 
done by artists who have made 
art their life work . . . think of 
it, you can get one of these for 
the mere cost of handling, pack- 
ing and postage . . . only 25c . . . 
nothing more lo pav. 

RUSH THIS COUPON 

There’s nothing to sell . . . nothing to buy . . . no 
strings whatsoever to this oiler. lust clip the coupon 
and send it to ns with a good snap or negative and 
enclose 25 cents (stamps or coin) to help pay for pack- 
ing, handling, postage, etc. Rush coupon now, before 
this offer expires. 

BE SURE TO BUY NEXT MONTH’S ISSUE 
FOR OUR NEW FREE OFFER 

THIS OFFER EXPIRES FEBRUARY 1, 1937 


P.N. 

ASSOCIATED AUTHORS, Inc. 

Room 504, 125 E. 46th St., New York City 

Send me an 8x10 hand colored enlargement of the attached 
photograph. 1 enclose 23 c *n ‘ull payment. It is understood you 
will return my original in good condition . . . also 1 must be 
100% satisfied or you will refund my 25c. 

Name 

Street 


City. 


This coupon good only until February 1, 1937 
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ASSOCIATED AUTHORS. 

Dc-pi. P, 1003 IV. York Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

Gentlemen - Please send at once the hooks T have 
cheeked below. I will pay postman 011 arrival the total 
sum of n; plus postage. If not satisfied, I will 

1 the hooks in :; days sunl you will refund my money. 


<lf money 
|“| Dancing SJ.9S 

□ Shorthand Made 
p 255 Party Garni 
P Develop Will |*< 

□ So You want to 
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Died in the Wool 
Hubby: “I wish you wouldn’t 
call mo your ‘little lamb’ when 
people are around.” 

Wit'ey: “Why!” 

Hubby: “It makes me feel 
sheepish.” 


Eternal Triangle 
Teacher (in grammar class) : 
“Jimmy, please tell me what it is 
when I say, ‘I love, you love, he 
loves.’ ” 

Jimmy: “That’s one of them 
triangles where somebody gets 
shot.” 


Misplay 

She was sitting in a dark cor- 
ner. Noiselessly lie stole up be- 
hind her and before she was 
aware of his presence he had 
kissed her. 

“How dare you!” she 
shrieked. 

“Pardon me,” he lied, readily. 
“I thought you were my sister.” 

“You dumb os! I am vour sis- 
ter!” 


Of All Things 

Cora: “Where have you been 
keeping yourself lately, dear!” 
Dora: “What makes you think 
I’ve been keeping myself?” 


It’s An Idea 

Friend: “There’s a bunch of 
people waiting outside to see 
you. Among them is a bishop 
who says he married you some 
time ago.” 

Film Actress: “He must be an 
impostor. I’m practically cer- 
tain I’ve never married a 
bishop.” 


Blah, Blah, and Blah ! 

“Is your wife a thinking wom- 
an?” 

“Yes; she thinks a lot about 
nothing and then says it.” 


The Better Word 
Speed Fiend (slowing down) : 
“Gee ! Isn’t it great to be alive?” 
Timid Passenger: “Great isn’t, 
the word. It’s amazing!” 


TRY COTE PILLS IF OTHERS FAILED 

Thousands of wo nen have learned to rely on the vime- 
tested ingredients ot COTE PILLS TO BRING QUICK, 
SPEEDY RESULTS 0 many unusuai. long overdue, die- 
couraging, abnormal delays. Their letters tell of rfcJiet 
PAINLESSLY, HARMLESSLY, WITHOUT INCONVENIENCE. 
Mrs. B., Va., "Missed 2 moB. After taking, ‘ was O.K. 
Mrs. L., Mich.. "Missed 21/2 109 . The flow started." Mrs 

B., Mo., "Real relief after trying three kinds." Regular pkg 
*2. COTE Special Formula No. 4XXXX foi more settlec 
conditions. S3 per box. COPY OF “IMPORTANT INFOR 
MATION TO WOMEN.” FREE WITH ORDER. (Order: 
rushed s w* day received, 111 plain sealed package.) 
COTE PROD. CO., Dept. 11-NP, 205 Middlesex, Lowell, Mass. 

WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY? 

IS THERE A CURE? 

A booklet containing the opinions of 
famous doctors on this interesting subject 
will be sent FREE, while they last, to any 
reader writing to the 

EDUCATIONAL DIVISION 
551 Fifth Ave., Dept. CPI, New York, N. Y. 

“LONESOME? 

Book of photos and description of wealthy members 
sent FREE In plain wrapper. Write today. 

THE EXCHANGE 


U-3827 MAIN 


KANSAS CITY, MO. 


BLACKSTONE’S MAGIC 

A Book of Mystery by HARRY. BLACKSTONE 
The Famous Magician 

M pages of magical tricks — every trick illus- 
trated — mailed postpaid anywhere, 
while they last — 

Address Dept. SG, SHADE NEWS CO. 
1008 W. York Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 

PRIVATELY PRINTED 

A new book on the question of punishment tor 
the great American flapoer told in fiction form. 

7 full page M’ustrations. Price $2 per copy. No 
C O.D. orders filled Address Mis9 Bertha Brand- 
age, 208 West 25th Street, W i lmin g ton. Del. 

ENGLISH BOOKS 
ARTISTIC PHOTOS 

Beautiful Models, large selection in all sizes for Collectors. 
Catalog anti samples for $1— $3— $5, or 5sli.— J0sh.—1 U 
MME. P. CELESTA 

Villa Modern, Montrouge (Seine) France 

Order vour Drue Sundries di- 
rect through our Mail Order 
Department. We carrv a com- 
plete line of all kinds of Spe- 
cialties for men and women. 
All personal articles sent 
postpaid bv us in plain, sealed 
wrappers. Write todav for, 
FREE illustrated cataloe. 
REX DRUG CO. 

201 E. 35th St. Chicago, III. 


SAVE 

75 % 

Dept. 24-A 


D SIGNATOR RING 



.50 Genuine 


Monel 
Metal 

Price includes beautifully 
HAND ENGRAVED Two 
j or Three initials, CCC, or 
School Initials with date. 
Signator is handsome as 
PLATINUM — more dura- 
ble than STERLING— 
TARNISH PROOF— MASS1V.K and STURDY. The top 
Is PLATINUM finished with bright polished edges and 
sides. Will remain handsome throughout a lifetime or 
daily wear. an ideal xmas gift for "him." 
SEND strip of paper indicating size, your initials and 
Si. 50. hignntor will Ih> sent POSTPAID. Write for 
prices on Lodge Emblems or special designs. 

S-F JEWELERS, Dept. CP 

360 N. Michigan Ave. CHICAGO, ILL. 


MORE FUN FOR ALL 

Be i.ie >ife <>1 n >arly with tho kind of novelties they 
nil like. Package of more than a dozen SENSATIONAl 
NOVELTIES foe SI. Cash or stamps. 

PALACF SALES CO. 

126 Lexington Ave. Dept. 21 New York City 
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Widow Thought 
, Old Book Worthless 
Sells It for $200 

Mrs. Amelia Bell, San Diego, California, 
a widow, discovered a book printed in 1876 
among the effects of her late husband. 
She had no idea it was worth anything 
until she sent for the American Book 
Mart’s latest price list and found her book 
described there. Imagine her joy when 
she sold it to them for $ 200.00. She writes, 
“I never dreamed I would receive $200.00 
for it. Was I overjoyed? I’ll say so!” 
You too may have valuable old books in 
your home — stored away in old trunks, 
attic, or basement. The American Book 
Mart, the largest company of its kind in 
the United States, wants to buy thou- 
sands of old books of all kinds (bibles, 
almanacs, old letters, etc.) old news- 
papers and magazines. Many published 
only five and six years ago are valu- 
able. A single book that looks worth- 
less may bring you $60— $100— $600- or 
even $5,000 in cash! Is there a fortune 
hidden among your old books? Better 
investigate now! Send 10c today to 
American Book Mart, 140 S. Dearborn 
St., Dept. 276; Chicago, 111., and they 
will send you latest list of old books they 
want to buy and the prices they will pay I 

‘PROLONG-IT 

A superior oroduct — gives 
that CONTROL and STAYING 
, POWER Prevents nrematur- 
itv. Avoids embarrassment 
' and disappointment. Nothinp 
else like it. Odorless. Grease* 
less. Absolutely Harmless. 
Used externally. Choice of 
Cream (regular) or Liauid 
(rapid). Tube, sufficient for 
SO times, onlv $1 ($1.15 C.O.D.). Send for it 
todav. Mailed immediately in olain sealed wrap- 
per with full directions Free Hveienic Price 1 ist 
CHICAGO LABORATORY PRODUCTS 
P. O. B ox F-369 0. M e rchan dise JMart. Chica go 

PHOTOGRAPHS TET.ii THE STORY 

Set •‘A”— A sei of 10 wonderful girl photos In very 
daring snd tantalizing poses to show everything to the 
very be6t advantage. 

••Set J F”— lft revealing new cartoons showing n doctor’s 
startling experiences with his pretty patients. 

Set "K" —A new rare set of 10 “Peep Hole" photos 
showing actual doings si a real "He Man Stag." 

Set ••X”— Rare 6et oi 0 clear brilliant photos showing 
actual spanking of glrla and young women. 

A 5x7 extremely spicy enlargement free with all *14 
orders. All of the above photos are the type you Keep In 
your inside pocket and make sure there are no holes In 
your poCKet either. Jfl per set or If this Is your first 
order, wc will ship all of the above fo» $2, express ship- 
ments oniy. Cash, stamps or M. O. 

MODERN PRODUCTS, P. O. Box 5 88, Rockfor d, III. 

ANY ROOK Through our con- 
1 DuuIV nections with the 
world’s foremost publishers we can 
get you ANY BOOK available. 

CONSC LIDATION COMPANY 

Room 1205— -1015 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa 



WOMEN.. . . DON'T WORRY! 


Premier Tablets are sure, safe, harmless. 
Effective in most discouraging cases in 3 to 
5 days. Mailed same day order received, iia 
plain package. 

VALUABLE INFORMATION FREE 
with each order. Send $2 to 


PREMIER PRODUCTS 
Pi- O- Bo* 1 1 8 , St. Ph ul, Minn. 


Remedy 

Mrs. Blah: “Doctor, my hus- 
band talks in his sleep What can 
I do to help him?” 

Doctor: “Try letting him talk 
a little in the daytime.” 


Around And About 
Judge: “How old are you, 
madam ? ’ ’ 

Madam: “I’m around twenty.” 
Judge: “Yes, I know you are 
but how many years is it since 
you got around it?” 


All Negative 

Haystrnng: “Now that you’re 
married I suppose you’re finding 
out your wife’s likes and dis- 
likes?” 

Binder: “Great scot, do you 
suppose she has any likes?” 


A Private Party 
Jazzheimer: “Between you 
and me, what do you think of 
Jane Joybox?” 

Parlorloafer : “Between you 

and me, not so much ; but alone — 
oh, boy!” 


Suffocation 

“Dearest,” he cried, as he 
nearly smothered her with kisses, 
“can’t you see that I like you?” 
“Like me?” she panted. “If 
that’s the way yon act when you 
lilce a girl I don’t want you to 
love me.” 


My, What a Time! 

Him (over phone): “This is 
the fellow who kissed you good- 
bye at your door last night.” 
Her (sweetlv) : “At what 

ti'.je?” 


A Matter of Form 
Anna: “That skirt you have 
on is so tight I can see what you 
have in your pocket.” 

Belle: “But I have no pock- 
ets.” 

Anna: “Then what’s that 

lump ? ’ ’ 

Belle: “Oh, that’s a mosquito 
bite.” 


‘‘BACK TO NATURE” 

NATURAL FLESH 
Colored PHOTOS 

Showing features in natural colors. These 
are ACTUAL photos made from IM- 
PORTED NEGATIVES in the original 
colors. Couples and singles, in all. twenty 
(20) ORIGINAL & UNUSUAL POSES. 
Fine quality; one of these colored photo- 
graphs will please more than three or four 
of the regular black and white photos 
such as you may have seen in the past. 
If you want quality, here it is. Sent pre- 
paid on receipt of 

$ 1.00 

FREE - FREE 

We are now selling a new series of CARTOON BOOKS 
gn<1 with every order of our COLORED Rhotos, we include 
without charge, a sample cartoon book to show what we 
have— ALSO A LIST OF NEW TITLES IN THIS SERIES. 
Use coupon below for your orders and 
FREE CARTOON BOOK 

UNIVERSAL COMPANY 

488 E. 169TH ST. DF.PT . J-PN NEW YORK CITY 

1 UNIVERSAL CO. | 

j 488 E. 169th St., Dept. 1-PN, New York City 
, Send me everything listed in your advertisement of » 
1 Colored Photos, including FREE CARTOON BOOK, all • 

(charges prepaid by you. Enclosed find $1 In full pay- | 
ment. 

J NAME j 

| ADDRESS | 

| CITY STATE j 

HygienicMcts 

andOrugSundries 

AGENTS WANTED 

Lowest Wholesale Prices 
Sell Drug Stores and Physicians 
Sample doz., 25c; 6 doz., $1; 12 doz., $1.50 

DOUBLE EDGE RAZOR BLADES 
100 Blades, 50c — Cash with order 
Price List, 10c. We pay postage 

G L I N K E ’ S 

464 Rhodes Ave„ Akron, Ohio 

LONELY? 

■ Let me arrange a. romantic corre- 
spondence for you. Find yourself a 
r sweetheart thru America’s foremost 
7 select social correspondence club. A friend- 
ship letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen. Members 
everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter; 
efficient, dignified and continuous service. I have made thou- 
sands of lonely people happy— why not you? Write for FREE 
sealed particulars. Evan Mo ore, Box 988, Jackso n ville, Fla. 

SONG POEMS 

1 WANTED AT ONCE! 

Mother, Home, Love, Patriotic, Sacred, 
Comic or any subject. Don’t delay — 
send poem today for our offer. 

RICHARD RROS 

96 Woods B uilding Chi c ago, HI. 

Read SCARLET ADVENTUR- 
ESS — at all news stands — 25c 
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ONE WOMAN 
TO ANOTHER 




GET A MODERN WOMAN'S REMEDY 


La<liea when delayed try my "Special Relief Compound” 
At One o. Don’t wait longer. A preferred favorite time 
tested prescription of many doctors. Used over 25 years. 
Has relieved many irregular, unusual, overdue, delayed, 
Jale appearing ahmormally suppressed menstruations, with- 
out pain or inconvenience in One to Three Days. Many 
women report relieved after one or two other remedies 
failed. Don’t use unknown or untried remedies when you 
can get this valuable Compound from me. M. .1. T. "Two 
months delayed. Plow started In One Day without pain." 
C. [.. “Twice delayed 2 t/a months. Each time your Com- 
pound promptly relieved me. Ollier remedies failed." B. B. 
••I have been very Irregular. After taking your Compound 
I became regular almost to the houi." C. \V. "Delayed 9 
weeks. Had a natural flow in Three Days." Thousands now 
praise and recommend my Compound as First Choice When 
Delayed or Irregular. Positively Quicker Acting Than Pills 
or Tablets. Many women who report as atiove say a normal 
flow started with Halt a Treatment or Less. Results oi 
course may vary with Individuals because all women are 
not exactly alike. Satisfaction Assured with a full treat- 
ment or a i ackage FREE. Trial No. 2, 25c, stamps or com. 
Periodic calendar FREE. Established tor Years. Send No 
Money. Pay Postman, plus postage, or you can safely de- 
pend on my reliability and send 52; 3 pkgs. for $4.75. 
Special Formula No. 2 for slow responding conditions. $3. 
Don’t Delay. Order Today. Private information from a 
modern woman with order. MARTHA BEASLEY, Box 22. 
Northwestern Station, Dept. 928. Detroit, Mich. 

NIGHT iN PARIS 

Peaches and Browning, Dumb Dora, Maggie & Jiggs, Ross 
and Bubbles. Andy Gump & Min, Adam & Eve, Kip & Alice. 
Might in Paris, Toots & Casper, A Coachman’s Daughter, 
and over 100 more jokes of similar type; also over 70 
snappy miniature pietures, enlargements can be had of any 
miniature you select at bargain prices. Including 18 Actual 
Photos, Montmartre Type, of men and women in different 
affectionate poses, also including women models alone and 
in various poses, etc. etc. 

These are all Gl OSSY FINISHED. 

GRAPHS from IMPORTED NEGATIVES, 
stories and 12 interesting letters. Yot 
THE ABOVE. Send car.h, money order c 


ACTUAL PHOTO- 
Also some short 
will receive ALL. 
• stamps, linmedi- 


-ALL FOR $1.00 


ale shipment. 

SPECIAL- 

PARIS IMPORT COMPANY 
4166 Pa rk Ave. D e pt. P N N ew Y ork City 

Why Dope Yourself With Drugs? 

Science has definitely identified 
the food vitamin that gives Sex 
Power. Experiments have posi- 
tively proved that lack ot this 
vitamin— Vitamin E— causes sex- 
ual weakness and impotence in 
men, sexual frigidity and ster- 
ility in women. Tout own 
doctor will confirm this. 

Our VITAMIN E OIL Is a 
concentrated extract from the 
embryo of wheat — the richest 
known source of Vitamin E. 
It is a pure food product. Amazing benefits have followc 
its use. It overcomes Vitamin E deficiency. It 
do good— cannot harm no matter how much you tat 
yourself up this natural way. A month's stir 
($1.15, 13. O. D.) 

CHICAGO LABORATORY PRODUCTS 
P. O. Box FE-3690 Merchandise Mart 





LONELY? 


050 names and addresses of lonely hearts with descriptions 
for 50c. l-’or free membership and printing of your per- 
sonal, send loc extra for entry blank. Pen Pals everywhere. 
Send 60:*. at once as this offer is for this month only, 
copies limited. 

PEN PAL M. L. CLUB 

922 (P.N.) Amboy Ave., Perth Amboy, New Jersey 

THE MYSTERY SEX ■ 

62-page booklet. "HOMOSEXUAI LIKE” exposes cheti 
strange loves, passions, secret bract tees. Postpaid in plain 
envelope. Adults only. Price, 20c. 

FEDERAI HALES CO. 

BOX 344. DEPT. 9 INDIANAPOLIS, IND. 

HUMILIATING EXPERIENCES 
OF A YOUNG LADY 

“Humiliations of Hattie’' contains 60 very unusual pages 
Of reading and 5 full-page illustrations, offered only to 
adult rc-aders at $1, express prepaid. Money back, if not 
surprised and delighted. State age. 

KENT BOOK SHOP, 2463-X Kensington Ave.. Phila., Pa. 

dSM The ORACLE 

Answers anv auestion on anv 
subject. Love. speculation. travel, 
business, etc. The ORACLE is a 
scientific device, a result of vears 
of studv and the answers to Ques- 
tions are simply astonishing, fas- 
cinating and hiehlv entertaining' 
to everyone at home. Darties etc 


When in doubt ask the OH/* 
Oracle. Sent nreoa ; d for onlv*""' 
THE ORACLE CO., Dept. PN, Peabody, Mass. 



Happy Days 

“I wonder who originated the 
nudist idea.” 

“I hear it started in the South 
Sea Islands when two hula girls 
drew straws for a captured mis- 
sionary.” 


Lucky Boy 

“Yon claim to have discovered 
a new labor saving device. Did 
you get a patent?” 

“No, I got a license — to marry 
an heiress.” 


Caught 

Burglar: “Good morning, 

early bird.” 

Copper: “Good morning, 

worm.” 


Quite a Toss 

“Did you hear about the 
broadcast from the thirtieth floor 
of the Chrysler Building last 
night?” 

“No. Who was she?” 
Innocent Eyes 

Teaclic-r was trying to illus- 
trate different adverbs as applied 
to speed. Walking across the 
room very rapidly, she asked: 
“Now, children, how would you 
say I am walking?” 

All in a chorus, they shouted: 
“Bow-legged!” 


Depends On the Amount 
Wifey: “Do you love me, dar- 
ling?” 

Hubby: “You know I do.” 
Wifey: “Yes, but how much 
do you love me?” 

Hubby: “How much is it you 
want this time ? ’ ’ 


To Match the Complexion 
Diner: “Two eggs, grade A, 
strictly fresh, poached medium- 
soft, served in a cup with a dab 
of creamery butter, a dash of ba- 
con flavoring and a sprinkling of 
red pepper. ’ ’ 

Waiter: “Yes, sir; and what 
shade of red pepper — dark or 
light?” 


1 


ADIES ONLY! 


DELAYFD? 

L7L.L./A l L U - b-X MC 


reliable I imp- tested 
MONTHLY RELIEF COMPOUND 
when Nature tails! Brings relief without pain or inco' 
venience In some ot longest, most discouraging abnorm: 
delays very qulck'y— in only a few hours In some cases. 
,'r. M.. “DeJaved 9 weeks. Relieved In 10 hours. " N. H., 
“One nnx B-X worked after three other remedies failed.” 
GUARANTEED PURS. HARMLESS. Constituents used oy 
doctors and nurses many years. Used and praised by 
thousands ot grateful women. $2. ABSOLUTE PRIVACY 
ASSURED. orders rushed In plain sealed wrappers, and 
positively uo mall sent afterward to annoy you! REMARK- 
ABLY FAST. RUSH SERVICE hy costly first class mall 
costs us up to 400% more than ordinary mail, but costs 
you nothing extra! “WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD 
KNOW” free with ordet 

B-X PRODUCTS CO., ISOS E. 60th St., RT-1, Chicago 


Questions of 

HEALTH and FINANCES 
ROMANCE and MARRIAGE 

are answered by 

ASTROLOGY 

For your daily astrological indica- 
tions, plainly worked out by the 
most accurate method ever de- 
veloped, read 

STUDENT ASTROLOGER 

News stands or by mail, 25c per copy. 
1008 West York St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


CARTOON BOOKLETS 

AND 

GENUINE PHOTOS 

Special — hour (41 sample illustrated CARIOON 
BOOKLETS (vest pocket size), also four (4) 
Combination Picture Sets, urretouched. in dit - 
l'erent positions: standing, sitting. Iving. etc. 
These 4 Combination sets comprise in all over 
32 different poses, and are ACTUAL photos with 
glossv finish. All this included with sample set 
of other goods, for $1 Bill. Immediate shipment, 
and sent sealed. 

BELL IMPORT CO. 

Dept. NP. P. O. Box 14, Fordham Sta^, N. Y. C, 

NUDIST MAGAZINES! 

Bargain packet of three back numbers containing 126 page.®, 
100 choice nude pictures, sent by prepaid express for 40c. 
Adults only. 

FEDERAL SALES CO.. Bo x 344, Dept. 9, Indianapolis, Ind . 

Stag Party POCKET Cartoons - Gags 

Get lhe:e and he the Life of the Party. Order Now! 
6 assorted for $1 cash, stamps or M. O. If not familial 
with this stuff, send 23c for sample. 

J. LEWIS 

Room :i01-D, 37 W. 20th St., New York, N. Y. 

MARRY RICH 

Send 10c for photos and P. O. addresses of rich and 
beautiful women who wish to marry. 

JANE FULLER CLUB 
Box 1084-E, Hollywood, Calif. 

“WOMEN - DELAY 

When in (rouole from Irregular, delayed or overdue periods, 
use DUPR-SE PILI.S— have safely relieved thousands oi 
women, most obstinate and abnormal ensos from two to 
five days, without rain or Inconvenience from work. Mrs- P. 

• •’ssed 9 w»eks, relieved overnight. GUARANTEED PURE, 
lARMI.ESS. Acts— Quickly, Gently— Induces Natural Flow. 
Special Treatment, S1.60. Double Strength, $3. (plain boxi 
Postpnld Booklet FREE. 

IDEAL SERVICE 

Dept. ^.D, Box 73, Sta. A, Brooklyn. N. Y. 


MEN 


Save 8 0 % 

Buy your Drug Sundries, 

Sanitary Hygienic Products, Specialties, Novel- 
ties and Appliances, etc., direct from manufac- 
turer through our Mail Order Dept. All personal 
items are mailed postpaid by us in plain, sealed 
envelope. We have everything. Send for FREE, 
illustrated mail order catalog. 

THE N-R MFG. CO 

Dept. H- 5 P. O. Box 353 Hamilton. O ntar io 

Let me help you 
find real happi- 
ness. 1 have made thousands happy. Why 
not you? Confidential Introductions by letter. 
Nation-wide membership. (Established 1924.) 
Continuous personal service. All ages. Lots 
of Christian members. Free particulars sealed. 
LOIS L. REEDER, Box 549-N, Palestine, Texas 



LONESOME? 




PARIS NIGHTS 
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Actual Reproductions 
oi Original Photographs 

g MADE 'N PARIS 

A-vtoii SPhl I A 1 and io convince von that we have 
the goods we offei on GLOSSY FINISH photographic 
oaoei well made & -learlv develoned • the following 
4 erouDs ol Photos 

No 1 Group consisting oi o Picture combination 
No i Gronr consisting ot 8 Picture Combination 
No I Group '•onsistinr of 12 Picture Combination 
No 4 Group consisting of I? Picture Combination 
The above include nhotos of men and women in in- 
terestine noses women alone °tC all real nhotos for 
the Lover of Art Remember »he\ are actual repro- 
ductions of genuine imported pictures 
Also with rhe above we 'Delude a combinat'on of Tt 
miniature pictures ?4 of which are of couples at no 
extra cost These are Included so that von mav select 
vour own •nbiects and we will make up a large plio- 
togranhic reproduction of anv size at. moderate prices 
1 nese will be a-rtua* photos made from one negatives 
FR KE Send tbi« ad with vom first order and we 
will also send vou absolutelv free the following 12 
Love Letters read -wo wavs also some short sto-iee 
and an illustrated hooklet of interesting cartoon 
scenes Get vom order in NOW and ret r»m' , '»' r 'ted 
EVERYTHING MENTIONED ABOVF IN- 
CLUDED — ALI FOR $1.00 
Send cash M. O. or stamps. Immediate shipment 
sent sealed. 

AREX CO. 

548 MELROSE AVE. DEPT. 1-PN NEW YORK CITY 


HYGIFNIG GOODS 

Finest grade guaranteed products. Knnrmuus savings 
Soil drug stores and physicians. SAMPLE DOZEN. 35c: 
4 DOZ. ASSORTED. SI; GROSS, $2.50. Fresh guaranteed 
Stook. ILLUSTRATED CATALOG OF 1000 BARGAINS 
lOc. CATALOG AND VALUABLE GIF7 ITEMS FREE 
WITH SI ORDER. Sen! m nlain wrapper. Order today. 
REL'ABLF PRODUCTS 

Dept. 850 930 W. Roosevelt Rd. Chicago 


A BABY FOR YOU? 


If vou ste deniedThe blessint? ot n Oabv all 
your own and ^earn for > babv s irms and » 
babv s smile do not pive up bone lus* write 
in confidence to Mrs Mildred Ow-nc 
C-588. Haran Tldsr. "'ansas Citv Mo 
she wib felt vou about a simple home 
that helned hei *tter being denied 1 5 vrs 
others sa this had helned bless their lives 
now and trv for ‘his wonderful banniuess 


lent 

and 

•'od 

Manv 

Write 


HOT CHA! ! 


Tillie and Mb-. Booh and Pearl, Harold and L.U, Toots and 
Casper. Maggie and .lings, Dumh Dora, Sadie and the Milk, 
man. Pick -nd Rose, A Model’s Life, Ailmri and '-'.ve, the 
Farmer's Daughter, A Maiden’s Oream, the Girl with 11 
Lovers, Cus and Gussle, Winnie Winkle, the French Ktenog- 
rapher and many other tokos). Also 100 snappy miniature 
ffirls and lovers pictures; niargcmciils ot which may he 
v made at a very loiv cost, included with the anovo yon 
\tSii__recelve 4 sets oi glossy finished Photos. They consist 
of 50 pictures well made and clearly developed. Some are 
of men and women in different poses and some ot women 
alone in various stances, etc-., etc. These photos are ro 
productions taken from Imported Negatives made in Pans, 
Also 12 GAY lovo letters, road nvo ways. No obscenity. 
Special— ALL for SI Send cash, stamps, M.O. Prompt delivery, 
MYRTLE CO., P. O. Box 46,. Dept. PN-1, Brooklyn, N. *. 



be L.P Volimo 
Price $2.00 
sostnair* 


‘Vaudeville 
Mind 
Reading” 

Bevonrl nnestior 
he Digeest, value evet 
offered >p exclusive)' 
mental and mind 
reading effects I'her 
is hardlv a svstem n- 
code fha* this hook dor 
not cover and *xnlait' 

Twentv chapters af.A.cf 
and- method® ot 'lorn* 
club or stage mind-read 
ing. second -sight, ervsta' 
gnzin® the blind foi 
drive lw"rih m ? n 
times ‘he orice *»f *h 
booki telcoathv start 
lino seated mes 
sace readinp and nsv 
chic -ffects The <errct 
have sold up to $350 Of 
for one -met nearly as much ror manv ot hr <thers 
No other book ever told as much at this low price 
Newlv printed this vear and the edition ia selling on* 
ranirtiv 

Associated Authors, 1008 W. York St.. Phila.. Pa 


Boudoirs and Battlefields 

( Continued from page 23) 

Iu the lower hall ho halted his 
panicky rout, marshaled his scat 
tered forces. A cunning plan 
came to his mind. He carried it 
into immediate execution. 

He slammed the door loudly, 
stomping through the hall to- 
ward the stairs, mounted them 
with as heavy a tread as pos- 
sible. He met Adelaide .just as 
she was emerging from Jean 
nette’s room. She stared at him 
with glowering brows. Her lips 
were drawn tightly. 

“Horace,” she demanded, 
“where have you been? I’ve been 
looking- for you everywhere.” 

“Why, dear,” he said in well- 
simulated surprise, “what’s the 
mat .” 

“Get our bags,” she directed 
him coldly. “We’re not staying- 
in this dreadful place another 
second. You hear me? Don’t 
stand there like a dumb fool. 
Hurry!” 

She was in the car, sitting 
stiffly erect against the seat when 
Horace joined her again. He 
dumped the bags into the com- 
partment in the back. 

“What’s the matter with the 
place?” he asked curiously, 
squeezing behind the wheel. “I 
thought it was prett} nice.” 

“Do vou know what sort of 
horrible house it is?” She leaned 
toward Horace and lowered her 
voice. “It’s — it’s a burlesque 
headquarters! I knew it the min- 
ute T saw all those painted hus- 
sies. That awful Madame charg- 
ed us a hundred francs! I’ll 
never forget this night.” 

“Neither will I,” Horace 
murmured, shifting gears but not 
loud enough for Adelaide to 
hear. 


Get TFise, Papa 
Father: “Doesn’t that young- 
man who called on you last night 
know how to say good-night?” 
Daughter: “Does he? Oh, boy, 
I’ll say ho does!” 




MARRIED SECRETS TO1D 


Don’t endanger the hap- 
piness of your married life 
when delayed. Depend on 
this wonderful A. M • Periodic 
Relief Compound (Double 
XX Strength). Quick, safe, 
easy to take, •onvenient, ef- 
fective. Non-foeticidal, re- 
lieves generally the most 
puzzling, overdue, discouraging, suppressed, 
seamy, unnatural periods. 

SEND NO MONEY pay postman when 

delivered or you can safely seud money, sav- 
0 ' ing P O. extra charges. 

6 ^ Don't Take Any Risk! uncler 4-day trial . 

We GUARANTEE satisfaction or refund money. Physi- 
cian's new formula brings relief to thousands of women. 
Mrs M. K. writes— “Missed my monthly flow 2 mos. I 
took your pills, in 3 days flow started" Mrs. E. O. E, 
says — “Your pills are marvelous. Nothing I ever tried has 
given results like they do”. Send $2.00 for box Double XX 
Strength. 2 for $3.50."Triple XXX Strength for obstinate 
cases $5.00. TRIAL XX SIZE 25c CASH with order 
piarc! Booklet free, “Secrets Married Wonten Should 
■ n>kki Know" Don't be late. Send your order today 

AMERSCA’S MEDBC1NE 

WOMAN’S DEPT. 20, 620 ORLEANS ST., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Use Genu-ne Menstrua hen delayed Remarkably Speedy 
Results In many unusual, overdue, difficult, abnormal de- 
lays, without pa n, harm or inconvenience. Especially recom. 
mended whore ordinary compounds fall as Quicker Acting 
and much easier assimilated by body. Type Doctors Often 
Prefer. Costs ua over 300 Oj f more than ordinary compounds, 
hut costs you no more. Tasteless. uisy to take. M. I., “3 
months overdue. Tried different remedies & nothing worked 
except Menstrua. M. M., ’Delayed t> weeks. box 

worked. Other remedies failed. Amazing." L. G., -'Relieved 
2 delays (5 wks. * '■) wks.i. Wonderful, Painless. ’ H. ff., 
“4 other remedies tailed. Menstrua relieved 6 wks. delny.’* 
Safety Punty Guaranteed! $2 Orders rushed day received 
in plain sealed box. ’Priceless information” free with order. 
PUR.TY FROD. CO., 6023 Harper, Dept. t-RT-5, Chicago 



$1 cash or money order 
or $ 1 . 8 S for 2 packages 
Give one to your friend. 
GUARANTEED or 
YOUR MONEY BACK 


Get New “PEP” 
in 20 Minutes! 

Send right now for the 
most amazing, quick- 
acting “PEP" producing 
tablet that has ever been 
created. Absolutely pure 
—no harmful or habit- 
forming drugs. Yet con- 
tains the most marvel- 
ous element in all nature 
for a quick “PICK UP" 
of VIGOR. STRENGTH, VITALITY. 

UNIVERSAL PRODUCTS CO. (Dept. PN-1) 
1755 1 /;; N. Western Ave., Hollyw ood, Calif. 

MEN wanted WOMEN 

SANITIZE-THE WATCHWORD OF HUMANITY 

Sanitary Hygienic Product?. Highly Sensitized— Extra 
Fine. Guaranteed 5 years, fresh, perfect. 

SPECIAL LOW PRICES— 6 doz., $1.10; X2 doz.. $1.73 
Sample dozen, 25c. Sent in plain wrapper marked 
••Personal." Order now for Immediate delivery. 

••No C. O. O." No StnmpB. 

Herbert May, 4822 26th Ave., Dept. B*13, Brooklyn, N.Y. 


I 



As sociated A uthors. 100 8 W 


ONE MAN 
MIND 
READING 
SECRETS 
•v R W Read 

For the enter- 
ainer who works 
alone this new 
llustrat^d mono- 
graph is a rev- 
elation The best 
methods of find- 
ini? out aues- 
-ions s e c r p t 1 v 
w r it t e n o r 
‘sealed” and re- 
ained bv the au- 
iience are de- 
scribed Bogus 
mediums have 
made fortunes hv 
methods less 
•• k '■ ’ ’ f n ' than 
those described 
Price $1 00 
York St.. Phila.. Pa. 


SCARLET CONFESSION S- 


25c At All News Stands 








SecneU 

Sex &u Kevea^ 1 


AWAY with false modesty! At last a 
** famous doctor has told all the secrets of 
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, but 
TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages of 
straightforward facts. 

Love is the most magnificent ecstasy in 
the world . . . know how to hold your loved 
one, don't glean half-truths from unreliable 
sources. Now you can know how to end 
ignorance . . . fear . . . and self denial ! 

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed 
in daring language. All the. things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last. 

MORE THAN 100 VIVSD PICTURES 

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to the 
imagination . . . know how to overcome 
physical mismating . . . know what to do on 
your wedding night to avoid the torturing 
results of ignorance. 

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illustra- 
tions, but the world has no longer any use 
for prudery and false modesty. 

Don’t be a slave to ignorance and fear. 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the perfect 
physical love! 

Lost love . . . scandal . . . divorce . . . can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful penalties of 
wrong sex practises. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told . . . study these illustrations 
and grope in darkness no longer. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

To show you our faith in your satisfaction 
with this amazing book, we are offering it 
to you on trial. You send no money— just 
fill out the coupon below and then when it 
arrives, in plain wrapper, pay the postman 
$2.98 plus postage. Keep the book five days, 
then if you are not completely satisfied, send 
it back and we will refund your money im-! 
mediately without question. "Sex Harmony' 
and Eugenics” will not be sold to minors. 

576 OARING PAGES 


ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX ! 

Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi- 
ences that are your birthright . . . know how 
to attract the opposite sex . . . how to hold 
love. 

Are you an awkward novice in the art of 
love-making? Or, a master of its difficult 
technique? Knowledge is the basis of the 
perfect, satisfying love life. Ignorance leads 
to fear, worry, disease and shame. End 
ignorance today. You owe it to yourself— to 
the one you love— to read this book NOW! 


A FAMOUS JUDGE 
SAYS THAT MOST 
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IGNORANCE! 

■ When a man and woman who have been 
mutually attracted to each other and have enjoyed 
each other’s company separate, there must be some 
tragic misunderstanding. In most cases that 
misunderstanding is due. to sex ignorance. 


IS SEX IGNORANCE 
DRIVING THE ONE 
YOU LOVE INTO THE 
ARMS OF ANOTHER? 

■ Learn how to keep the love of your husband or 
wifk at the high pitch of thrilling devotion. A 
satisfactory sex life will bind your loved one to 
you for all time. 


WHAT EVERY' MAN SHOULD) KHOW 


The Sexual Embrace 
SecreU of the Hcceyaiooa 
Mistake* cf Early Marriage 
Venerea! Diseases 


How to Regain Virility 
Sexual Starvation 
Glands and Sex Instinct 
The Truth About Abute 


WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW 


Jogs of Perfect Mating 
What to Allow a Lover to Do 
infinite Feminine Hygiene 
Birth Control Chart 


How to Attract and Hold Men 
Sexual Slavery of Women 
Essential* of Happy Marriage 
The Sex Organs 


There is no longer any need to pay the- 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters on 
venereal disease are alofl 43 * worth the price 
of this book ! 

You want to know, and you should know every- 
thing about sex. Sex is no longer a sin, a mystery, 
it is your greatest power for happiness. You owe it 
to yourself, to the one you lo^e, to tear aside the 
curtain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth! 


Eioaeer Publications, Inc., 1270-6tb Ave., Dept. 179 , New York, N.Y. 

Please send me, "flex Harmony and Eugenics" in plain wrapper. I will pay the 
postman ?2.93 (plus postage) on delivery. If 1 am not completely satisfied. I 
can return the book and tiro entire purchase price will be refunded immediately. 
Ai-o send rue FKET5 OP CHARGE, your book on "New Birth Control Facte." 


Address— 

City and Stale— 


-Age-. 


Or.l-.rs from Foreign Countries 15 Shillings in Advance 


wmm AMAZING NEW BOOK ON 
NATURAL METHOD OF BIRTH CONTROL 

A WAY with artificial devices ! Nature offers a 
dependable, healthful method of controlling 
conception as recently proven in startling scientific 
tests. The famous Ogino-Knaus theory or rhythmic 
birth control is explained in detail and includes a 
complete table of fertile periods. This bock is FREE 
with orders for Sex Harmony. 

PIONEER P U B L < C AT < O N S, >NC. 
Radio City, 1270 Sixth Ave., New York City 


Onlif miDUIEST GIVES YOU 






BUlIOn TUBING 

Exclusive Deui 

IIIGTRIK-SAVIR 


far 1937 



ntui 1937 Cm 

I 6 TIIBE 

SAVES 507. DIRECT FROM FACTORY 


N O middlemen’s pro ('.Is to pay! See for 
yourself ’that Midwest offers you greater 
radio values — enables you to buy the more 
economical factory-to-you way that scores of 
t housands of radio purchasers have preferred 
since 1020. Never before so much radio for 
so little money! Why pay more? The broad 
Midwest Foreign Reception and Money-Back 
Guarantees insure your satisfaction. You 
get 30 days FREE trial in your own home! 

Once again. Midwest demonstrates its 
leadership bv offering the world’s most 
power! ul and most beautiful ALL-WAVE 
16-tube, 5-Band Radio. A startling 
achievement, it makes the whole world 
your playground. Power! ul Triple - Twin 
tubes (.two tubes in one!) give 18-tube 
results. This advanced radio is a master 
achievement, a highly perfected, 
precisely built, radio-musical instru- 
ment that will thrill you with its 
mar velous super per forma nee. . .glorious 
crystal-clear “concert” realism ...and 
nag:' i ficent foreign reception. The Dual 
Audio Program Expander gives MIDWEST USES LESS 
a living, vital realistic quality to CURRENT THAN AN 
voice and musical reproduction. ORDINARY LIGHT BULB 

JV % 



74 ADVANCED 1937 FEATURES 

This Super DeLuxc Alidwest is so powerful, 
so amazingly selective, so delicately sensitive 
that it brings in distant foreign stations with 
full loud speaker volume on channels 
adjacent to power! ul locals. Scores of mar- 
velous Midwest features, many of them 
exclusive, make it easy to parade the nations 
of the world before you. You can switch 
instantly from American programs ... to 
Canadian, police, amateur, commercial, 
airplane and ship broadcasts. . . to the 
finest and most fascinating foreign programs. 
With a Alidwest, the finest entertainment 
the world has to offer is at your command. It 
is preferred by famous orchestra leaders, 

musicians, movie stars and discriminating radio 
purchasers everywhere. You can order your Midwest 
“Air-Tested” radio from the new 40-page catalog 
with as much certainty r satisfaction as 
if you were to come yot.rsclf to our great 
factory. (It pictures the beautiful 19o7 radios 
... in their actual colors!) You pay as 
little as $5.00 down! Three iron-clad guar- 
antees protect you: (1) A Foreign Reception 
Guarantee — (2) Absolute Guarantee of 
Satisfaction — (5) One -Year Warranty. 

Fill in coupon 
NOW, and mail 
TODAY! 


GIIU1T THEATRE -sonic SPEAKER 

( LESS TUBES ) 

TERITIS » s ^5*pown 

II I DWHT (jives Ijou. 

I6TUBES • 5 WAVE BANDS 

9to2Z00 METERS • ELECTRIK SAVER 
• PUSH BUTTON TUNING^ 

• AUTOMATIC AERIAL ADAPTION • 

DOUBLE 

PUSH - PULL AUDIO 


30 


DA « FREE™? 1 *] 



MY MIDWEST 
NOT ONLY MEETS 
BUT SURPASSES MY 
MOST CRITICAL 
STANDARDS. 

Bing Crosby 



NO SET THAT I HAVE EVER 
OWNED HAS BROUGHT 
IN FOREIGN RECEPTION 
SO CONSISTENTLY AND 
SATISFACTORILY. 

6 /or ia S/uart 


wnnannnKiiiii] 



10 CORP. 
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cincinnRTi, ohio, u.s.h. 
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W 40-PAGE FOUR-COLOR7?«? CATALOG 


MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION 
Dept. F-31, Cincinnati, Oh,o 

Without obligation on my part, send 
me your new FREE catalog and 
complete details of your liberal 30-day 
FREE trial offer. This is NOT an order 
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THIS BEAUTIFUL MEW 



TUDOR 


AS A 

BONUS 


BESIDES A WONDERFUL 
CHANCE TO MAKE UP TO 


J60— WEEK 


products that people must 
earnings are possible, cl 
in a week. H..:is Cnordes, 
week. It. :!.>;•• C. Hannen. \V. 

I have scores o! 


evidence of the amazing possibilities In this business 
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he' clea Hi $90 
nod making $27.95 in a day and $90.40 in 
t a sworn statement saying she netted $73 
of exceptional earnings like these as posit > 


FOR YOU! 


FORD 
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ITALBERT MILLS, Pres. 

J8768 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 

Send the free facts without obligation to me. Tell me 
1 about the chance you will give me to make up to $60 
a week and get a Ford Tudor Sedan as a bonus besides 
y cash earnings. 


BK^*i 


Address 


(Please Print or Write Plainly) 


If you arc out of work or on part 
time and need cash at once to pay your 
bills and live on. you are just the per- 
son I am locking for. I have a good 
offer for you right now — a wonderful 
chance to start right in as a Food 
Distributor — a business in which many 
have reported earning as high as $15 
in one day. 

/ Send Everything You Need 

Experience or previous training is 
not necessary. I send you everything 
you need — Complete Money-Making 
Outfit and simple plans — on 30-Day 
Trial without money risk to you. No 
waiting — earnings start at once. You 
handle the money and keep a big share 
of every dollar you take in. There i<; 
nothing difficult about my plans. Over 
and above the cash profits you rtawe, 
I will give you a brand new Ford 
Tudor Sedan as a bonus or extra 
reward. 


Be a Food Distributor! 

Simply follow instructions I send. 
You can arrange to spend only four 
days a week picking up orders from 
your regular customers. Make your 
deliveries on Fridays, collect your 
profits and then have all day Saturday 
and Sunday for vacation or rest. Or. 
you can work in spare time if you 
prefer. You set your own hours. You 
keep every cent of the profits from 
your business. The Ford Tudor Sedan is 
a bonus which I give over and above 
your cash earnings There is no red 
tape about this plan. If you are honest 
and reliable I’ll risk my own money 
to demonstrate how you can make a 
good living, up to $60 in a single week. 

Send for Complete Facts — Free 

Don’t send any money — just send me your 
;.n« at orfee so I can lay the facts before 
3 ou, then you can decide if the earning pos- 
sibilities are satisfactory. Don't miss this 
chance. You can't lose by mailing the cou- 
pon or a penny postcard for free details. 
Do it today — NOW. 

ALBERT MILLS, Pres. 

8768 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 
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No Charge 


for complete 
in forma tion 
£\ about this 
*Y amazing Outfit 
■ and guaranteed 
Trial Offer. 
Ajf Write at once. 





